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ZIMA KAORU | KIMURA YOSHINO WEARS ALEXANDER MCQUEEN (ава), 2 
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Izima Kaoru's “Landscapes with 
a Corpse” series features 
actresses and models arranged 
in elaborately staged death 
scenes. The photographer 
collaborates with each subject 
to determine her perfect 
fantasy demise - right down 

















Nihilism is a declaration of 
meaninglessness, a sense of 
indifference, directionlessness or, 
at its worst, despair that can flood 
into all areas of life. For some 

this is the defining experience 





of youth - witness the deaths 





of numerous young corde e 
whether Keats; Sheller Dig 
Vicious ог Kurt Сорана Опе? 
numbers continue to muli - 
for others. Kt lasts a whole Det e 


Simon Critchley 








“Nihilist” was originally a term of abuse. 
Dictionaries from the early 19th century, when 
the word first came into use, define a nihilist 
as “one who is politically impartial" and “good- 
for-nothing," while Louis-Sébastien Mercier's 
dictionary of neologisms, published in 1801, 
states: "Nihilist or nothingist (riennist); one 
who doesn't believe in anything," 


“Nihilist” became a catchall term for young, 
disillusioned intellectuals whose thoughts and 
actions were generally regarded as worthless. 
‘Their impact on the world around them was, in 
effect, nothing. 


Over time, as nihilist sentiment began to 
develop and expand, people came to accept 
nihilism as a real and unavoidable phenomenon. 
'The contempt with which it was once treated 
gradually gave way to an earnest recognition as 
people began to realize they were not dealing. 
with nothing, but the far more troubling concept 
of nothingness. No longer attempting to ignore 
ог combat it, people sought to conquer and 
transcend nihilism. The movement became not 
against but beyond nihilism, and the impetus 
began with Nietzsche. 


Commonly misidentified as a nihilist himself, 
Nietzsche was the first to treat the subject as a 
serious philosophical matter. He recognized the 
fires of nihilism burning across swaths of Europe 
as the result of collapsing traditional morals 
and values. God - long regarded the source of 
absolutes - was dead, concluded Nietzsche. Dead 
in the sense that traditional religion no longer 





held sway over modern culture. In the absence of 
absolute values, a vacuum had been created and, 
fora time, it would seem that nothing existed... 
nothing was real. 


For Nietzsche, though, this nothingness was 
temporary- a momentary void out of which 
history was meant to give birth to something 
entirely new. He saw the collapse of absolute 
values as the opportunity to reexamine our 
fundamental truths, to retool our systems to 
better fit our world. 


Around the same time, Russians were embracing 
the term "nihilist" differently than their 
European counterparts. The word began to shed 
its pejorative overtones in the 18605, following 
the publication of Tugenev's Fathers and Sons. 
Bazarov, the novel's hero, was long seen as the 
prototype of “the nihilist.” Turgenev's definition, 
voiced through his protagonist, has become a 
classic: “A nihilist is someone who bows to no 
authority, who accepts no principle at face value, 
no matter in how much respect that principle 
may be held.” The definition is offered proudly. 
“Nibilist” 
one of honor: “Few,” he says, are chosen for the 
“bitter, hard life.” When an opponent asks him, 
“you deny everything?” He replies emphatically, 
“Everything.” “And that is called nihilism?” “And 
that is called nihilism.” 








is not a term of abuse for Bazarov, but 


Adapted from Nihilism and Culture by Johan 
Goudsblom 
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PABLO PICASSO. 
FEMME DANS UN FAUTEUIL. BUSTE, 1962. 
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without a dream in my heart. 


ALAN MACDONALD 
WEEPING MADONNA 
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After the holocaust, when 
timately six million Jews were 
T n E exterminated, the United 
Nations pledged that horror of that 
magnitude would never happen again. 

But since WWII, genocide has been 
а terrifying reality in places like 
Cambodia, Bosnia and Rwanda. Here, 
bodies of Tutsi victims lie outside 
a church in Rukara, Rwanda. Hutu 
"militias killed 4,000 people seeking 
refuge here in May of 1994 - it was 
one of the most violent acts of the 
2 Rwandan Genocide. 


(Photo by Paula Bronstein/Liaison) 
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La Chureca 
Managua, 
Nicaragua is 
the largest 
garbage dump 
in Central 
America. 
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I see what I see and that is that. I see wars, 

I see poverty, I see struggle. I see a generation 
too spoiled to care and too arrogant to 

dig deep. 

Democracy is dead and a new world order 
is colonizing our souls. Media chokes us, 
coerces us, makes us believe that being more 
than human is better than being. I see women 
desperately seeking perfection, enslaved by 
their magazines’ false ideals. She says too 
much of nothing. 
see selfishness. I see caricatures and 
parodies aspiring to become iconic. I see 
heat, I see meat, I see vice. I see posers 
paddling in a media pool waxing lyrical 
about life, believing that they know. They 
know nothing. 

They swim in style, adrift in champagne 
politics. 

True, we live freely within a capitalist 
ethos of consumption. True, we all work 

to live. That is life in all systems. 

But I will not allow the future to be choked 
by the present. I will not tolerate a society that 
is all style and no substance. I will not permit 
my children to live in excess. 

And I will speak until I am heard. 








You зйу there is nothing to hope for. You 
say we are all headed for doom. You say 
democracy is dead and America 15 the devil, 
as you take another swig of your Jack Daniel's 
and CokeTM, 

You say banks are evil. That they feed 
off our vanity and greed, making us clowns 
in a grotesque comedy. You say the West is 
dead, destroyed: no morality, no life ... just 
shopping. Tell me, could you say that to the 
girl who is beaten with sticks for revealing 
a lock of hair? She cannot say anything. 

You say everyone works for money out of 
egotism ... that we all just pretend to care. You 
say our way of life spells the end of humanity, 
and that we know nothing of what we speak. 
You say we are enslaved by fashion; but so is 
every society, even tribesmen in the Serengeti. 

You say it all because you have the luxury 
to complain. 

True, we live in a capitalist system. 

True, we have become disconnected from 
our political system and live in a hyper- 
consumerist culture. 

But I will not allow you to bring me 
down from my high. I will notlet you judge 
me. Nihilism, shmihilism. The freedom of 
negative expression maintains oppression. 
Think twice about pessimism - it keeps 
unwanted systems in existence. 

Say something I haven't heard before. 


Stephanie Bailey 
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Your most recent cover [Adbusters, #83] 
inspired me. In the words of Chogyam 
Trungpa Rinpoche: “Horses are wonder- 
ful animals. The sculpture of the horse 
is actually a sacred symbol. It represents 
any wild dreams that human beings 
might have of capturing a wild animal. 
If any human beings would like to cap- 
ture the wind, a cloud, the sky, if any- 
body would like to ride on mountains or 
dance with waterfalls - all of these are 
incorporated in the symbol of the horse. 
The actual form of the horse - his neck, 
ears, face, back, muscles, hoofs, tail and 
every part of him - is the ideal image of 
something romantic, something ener- 
getic, something wild that you would 
like to capture." 





Cheers, 
PAUL QUINTON 
HALIFAX, NS 


On Tuesday I witnessed a dozen or so 
hipsters camping out next to the San 
Francisco Nike store, waiting for the 
release of Kanye West's limited edition 
Nike Air Yeezy shoe. 


Having a background in advertising, 
1 suspected that Nike paid a racially di- 
verse bunch to camp outside the store as 
a publicity stunt. But after chatting with 
the participants, І realized that they had 
decided to wait outside for four days. 

‘The loyalty Nike cultivates is as- 
tounding. Every resource - from market 
surveys to focus groups to brand strat- 
egists to advertising creatives - is used 
to reinforce Nike's unparalleled cool- 
ness. Are these sneaker fanatics who 
slavishly follow the brand conscious- 
ly choosing to define their individuali- 
ty through consumerism? It's ironic that 
they will go to such drastic measures to 
be "unique" by getting limited edition 
shoes, when they're really targets of a 
carefully laid business plan. 

Deviating from the norm helps to 
shape, influence and drive our culture 
forward, but it should be inspired by 
true personal expression, not imperson- 
al commerce-driven ideas. 








ТУАМ CASH, 
SAN FRANCISCO, CA 


es 
Dear Adbusters, 

Your “Just Douche It" ad was hysterical. 
Looking at that ad made me think back 
on all the douches in my life. Iremember 
hanging out in my town with some of my 
friends. There would be these dudes all 
Nike'd out (or whatever brand was hot at 
the time). My friends and I would just be 
like "what a douche" and laugh about it 
all day long. Now I'm in college and see 


Е) 
My face is the product of sporadic sun- 
screen and a lifetime of shitty choices: 
prepubescent cat fights, Players Light 
Regular and a thousand nights spent 
cramming for exams or pondering my 
existence. Iam only 24 and I have small 
wrinkles forming on the sides of my 
eyes and mouth, and on my forehead. 
Botox is the solution. Chemical peels, 
microdermabrasion and a Joan Rivers- 


degree will suddenly materialize on 
my wall, my boyfriend will no longer 
want to screw Megan Fox, and I will be 
the greatest woman that ever lived. 
Yes, the botox, the self-induced mel- 
anoma and the obsessive, self-impor- 
tant desire to look good would surely 
impress the thousands of women who 
fought for my right to be more than 
a mere reflection of beauty. I'm sure 





Legendary street artist Banksy offered his take on the financial meltdown at the corner of Broadway and Howard 
in New York. The three-story mural, once visible from Wall Street, has since been painted over. 


that there are way more douches and 
they're douching it hard. Every time I see 
those dudes I just think of your ad. I have 
it hanging up in my room. Every time I 
look at it I laugh and think of all those 
douches douching it up. 


Thank you again, 
RONNY D. 
VIA EMAIL 


style pick-me-up may eventually be 
required. In the meantime, there are 
a multitude of cosmetics that plump 
up, fill in and camouflage. And if that 
doesn’t work, I can bake my body into 
melanoma oblivion at the local Fabu- 
tan in an effort to look “healthy” and 
“vibrant.” People will like me. Men will 
want to fuck me. Life will be wonderful. 
Once Iam wrinkle-free, my graduate 


Emily Carr and Jane Addams aren't 
rolling in their graves every time society 
glorifies Paris Hilton as anything more 
than toxic swill. I'm sure I'll be a better 
person if I have a frozen forehead. 

Oh the O generation, how progres- 
sive you are. 


SHEENA EDMUNDSON 
VIA EMAIL 


Hey Adbusters, 





Here are a couple of images showing “beauty” versus starvation. People 
need to be reminded of what is natural and unnatural, and that today's 


idea of beauty is unrealistic. 


Dear Editor, 

Choosing to compare the recent 
Israeli military operation in Gaza to 
the Warsaw ghetto uprising (and the 
eventual murder of its 440,000 inhabit- 
ants) shows such cretinism that it does 
not warrant a detailed rebuttal. More 
apt comparisons would have been the 
Russian operation in Grozny or the 
American operation in Fallujah, except 
for the fact that this would highlight the 
Israeli army as rather restrained. This is 
an example of meme warfare at its most 
hypocritical. Cheap propaganda I can 
get elsewhere. I won't be renewing my 
Adbusters subscription. I expect more. 





GIL RONIN, 
NEW YORK, NY 


KELSEA ALBRECHT 
VIA EMAIL 





Mr. Mohammad's historical analysis 
does not reveal him to be ignorant or 
even anti-Semitic. It is simply flawed. 
While Mr. Mohammad discovers 
some striking parallels between the 
Warsaw ghetto and the Gaza ghetto, he 
doesn't complicate his historical anal- 
ysis enough. He doesn't ask the sim- 
plest question: "Why has the Israeli 
government clamped down and exert- 
ed tight controls over most of Gaza?" It 
is because Palestinian suicide bombers 
have killed Jews for decades. Ask your- 
self an even tougher question: “Why do 
Palestinian mothers care more about 
hating Jews than seeing their chil- 
dren grow up to be strong, wise Muslim 
men?" Or, “What is so hard about living 
that they prefer dying?" Mr. Mohammad 
will not ask these questions because they 
do not fit his historical analysis profile. 





The simple truth is that when the 
Germans marched into Poland in 1939, 
the Jews were not martyring themselves 
to kill Germans. They weren't blowing 
themselves up in cafés or restaurants. 
The Jews weren't threatening to wipe 
Germany off the map. 

Mr. Mohammad asks why history is 
repeating itself? My question is “Can 
love overcome hate?” When Palestinian 
mothers love their sons more than they 
hate Jews, maybe then we can create a 
new history. 

DAVID BLANTON 
PENSACOLA, FL 


Seen 
I have been a fan of your magazine 

for years now. I looked to you for a 
glimmer of hope in an ever more ir- 
rational world. But in your June 2009 
issue [Adbusters, #83] you engaged in 
completely irresponsible journalism 

by comparing scenes of dead Jews and 
scenes of dead Palestinians. It was 
simply hate literature. 

Asa Jew, I have constantly struggled 
to remind those who would bully, beat, 
discriminate against and threaten me 
over the years that, like every other 
group in the world, Jews are not one 
person with one ideal. There is no global 
Jewish conspiracy. Lam not responsible 
for dead Palestinians, just as Тат not 
responsible for the German economy 
after WWII. Hell, I've never even been 
to Israel and, in fact, the one time I had 
the chance to go, I refused for political 
reasons. I understand that it's easier for 
lazy folks like yourselves or George W. 
Bush to reduce conflicts to black and 
white, but I used to rely on your maga- 
zine to help portray the shades of gray. 

To imply a direct line between the 
violence perpetrated against Jews in 
wwii to the violence against Arabs in 
the occupied territories is ridiculous 
and puts you in the same league as 
idiots like Ernst Zundel. 

My sympathies lie with the innocent 
people on both sides: innocent Arabs 
killed by Israelis, innocent Israelis 
killed by Arabs. Please note the lan- 
guage I'm using, the conflict is between 
ISRAELIS and ARABS not Jews and 





Here is а photograph I took last summer in Costa Rica. Spoke Zarathustra, in which a frothing fool barring 

A small town in the middle of the jungle is getting a Zarathustra from entering the "great city" says, "Here 
new Pepsi machine. The advertisements in this place all great feelings decay: here only tiny skin-and-bone 
really take away from its natural bea 





y. As develop feelings are allowed to rattle!” 





ing nations are becoming more comm 





dified and For me, this quote reflects what is happening to 
industrialized with each passing day, the rich feelings developing countries as advertising takes a stranglehold. 
evoked from places of untainted w 





derness are being и 
: Sincerely, 





reduced to quick moments of fleeting happiness. This 


PAUL CRISOSTIMO 


ight rei е of a quote from Nietzsche's Thus 
plight reminds me of a quote from Nietzsche's Th VIA EMAIL 











Arabs. What percentage of those Jews I'm not denying that there is cruel- Jews from the Hebron Massacre of 1948 

killed in WWII went on to kill Arabs? ty perpetrated by some Israelis against with pictures of dead Arabs. There's a 

None. They're dead. Rounded up and some Arab Palestinians, but you clear- directline there. Don't blame my ances- 

killed because some syphilitic a-hole ly lack an understanding of this con- tors and me. It makes you seem ignorant 

thought it would make Germanysaferto flict. Please try to be a more intelligent and hateful. 

kill unarmed 80-year-old peasants. and better-researched magazine in the — 
I'm not denying that the situation future. A more appropriate pictorial Ы d 


JOELS. SILVER 


in the Middle East is messy and tragic. — might have juxtaposed pictures of dead 
VIA EMAIL 
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At first I thought this campaign by the Magazine Publishers of America was a spoof. Then I realized that it's real and 
supposed to be "positive." Might as well show someone dying of obesity and say, "Under the influence of fast food!" 


MR.G 
VIA EMAIL 
rs respond to the annoying call. Lam a “I should really delete my profile" or 
Dear Adbusters, prisoner. Technology is supposed to “I should really cut back on the time I 
Тата slave to technology. I check make our lives easier and give us more spend on the computer.” But it never 
Facebook and MySpace numerous time to spend with our loved ones. It happens. The truth is: Iam obsessed 
times a day. Lam addicted to knowing — issupposedtodecreaseourworkload with technology- there is nothing you 
who is online and who has updated and make things less complicated. can do change my mind. 
their profile pictures. I must have my Many of your articles talk about how KARISSA 
cell phone with meatalltimesorlfeel ^ technology is taking over peoples’ lives. VIA EMAIL 
naked. If my phone rings limmediately Every time I read one of these brutal, 
stop what am doing and irritably but very accurate, pieces I say to myself, 





Name these brands Name these plants TEACHERS! 


Help your students break out of 
the media-consumer trance and 
start thinking critically about 
the world around them. 


THE ADBUSTERS 
MEDIA LITERACY KIT 


order online www.adbusters.org 





ец 
Being а journalist who strongly believes 
ina public information service free 

of commercial influence, I read Paul 
Carlucci's “Take back the cBc" with 
great interest. To my dismay, he used 
the French example to illustrate how 

a public broadcaster could get rid of ad- 
vertising through legislation. President 
Nicolas Sarkozy's law banning adver- 
tisement on France Télévisions during 
peak hours to free it from “the tyranny 
of advertisement," is, in fact, his own 
sneaky way of subduing the fourth 
estate by morphing it into an addict 
that craves government funding. The 
first to protest this move were journal- 
ists. Because they know that they will 
be slowly asphyxiated. 

Please note that Sarkozy removed 
Radio France's president a couple 
months ago because he could not toler- 
ate the critical editorial tone. 

So did Sarkozy succeed in “wres- 
tling these airwaves from advertis- 
ers and delivering them to citizens" 
as Paul Carlucci would have us think? 
Delivering the public service from ad- 
vertisers and giving it back to the gov- 
ernment would be more accurate in 
my view. 

Being a journalist, I would much like 
to see an ad-free cnc. But if it's to be re- 
placed by government interference, you 
can count me out. 








JEAN-PIERRE BASTIEN 
MONTREAL, PQ 


res, 
Ata recent conference in Las Vegas, it 
was brought up that housing built in 
the city's unsustainable sprawl was 
slated for destruction, doomed by sub- 
prime mortgage crisis foreclosure. As 
far as I was concerned it was just talk. 
I've never witnessed “un-development.” 
A few weeks ago I saw them froma 
plane: postage stamp-sized land scars, 
the marks of ticky-tacky houses scraped 
off the face of the earth. Out of about 
a dozen plots in a small development, 
only three drab, vinyl-clad units re- 
mained. Where the others once stood, 
only small square impressions were left. 
Thave spent my adult life in an ex- 
panding world. And, since assuming an 























The End of Print 





In a desperate attempt to stay viable as the print industry steadily 
tanks, magazines and newspapers have taken to hawking the last 
bastion of editorial integrity - the once-hallowed front page. Esquire 
came under fire recently for “hiding” an advertisement beneath a 
tear-away panel on the cover of its February issue. The move violated 
longstanding American Society of Magazine Editors (ASME) guidelines, 
which prohibit publishers from selling space on their covers. In April 
ESPN magazine went to press with a new bi-fold cover, the inner half of 
which was actually ad space purchased by Powerade. Weeks later the 
Los Angeles Times featured an A-1 advertisement for NBC, which hap- 
lessly masqueraded as a legitimate news story. Gossip mag Us Weekly, 
Scholastic's Parent & Child and even the New York Times have been 
criticized for employing similar tactics. 

The sale of cover space has sparked widespread indignation among 
industry pundits decrying the tarnished sanctity of the editorial 
domain. Fearing that the move has irreparably blurred the line be- 
tween editorial content and commercial interest, critics have urged 
publishers not to put advertising dollars before journalistic integrity. 
Industry-watchers blogging about the controversy are heralding the 
front page ads as a harbinger of the death of print. But how is adver- 
tising on the front of a magazine any different than the myriad ads 
splattered across its other pages? The fact is, magazines entered into 
a Faustian contract with advertisers long ago, and it’s no secret that ad 
dollars hold sway over editorial content. 

Who cares about the face when you've already sold your soul? 

Sarah Berman 








THE MAGAZINE WHOSE 

TIME HAS COME 
Writing is the most beautiful creature I have ever met. She has 
long legs and full, sultry lips that purse most delicately when 
mouthing the letter “Q.” She pulls me toward her mercilessly. She 
kisses my neck and my chin and my lips and as soon as she slides 
her tongue into my ear I forfeit all control. She is an incurable dis- 
ease in an incurable world. I'm not sure when she first sauntered 
my way, but she made it very clear it was anything but a one-night 
stand. I wanted to see her again the moment she left. I wasn't sure 
why and I didn't care. Her perfume lingered for days and I remem- 
ber sniffing my pillow every chance I got; slamming my nose so 
deep into the sheet I nearly popped out the other side. She was 
this wonderful new drug and before I knew it I was a junkie. There 
was no rhyme or reason to her , other than her uncanny abil- * 
ity to show up during most of my self-destructions. Sometimes 
1 wouldn't see her for months and I would start to think I had 5 
driven her away ... but she always returned, and she always looked 
gorgeous. She hangs around more often these days, in fact, she's 
lying in my bed right now. Her hair hangs below her shoulders as 
her bangs cover her eyes. She blows them out of her way and pulls 
the sheet down, revealing her painfully perfect figure. My knees 
clatter as she steps toward me. How am I worthy? She runs her 
hands down my chest and I get a waft. Just before she sticks her 
tongue in my ear she whispers so gently "never stop writing." And 
then I come. 











CLIFF WEBER 


eco-centric viewpoint as a young man REN NS VS 
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Subscribe at www.adbusters.org and we'll 
send you a free Corporate America Flag! 


heavily influenced by Edward Abbey, 
I have only wanted to live in a shrink- 
ing world - a world in which we respect 
our resources and consider land use 
thoughtfully. Since prehistoric times 
our great power to reconstruct nature 
in our image has been overly apparent. 





But we may also have the ability to trans- 


form the earth back to a healthier, more 
harmonious state. Which of these we 
choose is up to us. 


TOM AUER 
UNIVERSITY PARK, PA 


Whew, that was close: I almost read 
areally bad word in your magazine! 
Luckily for me, the author was kind 
enough to put asterisks in place of let- 
ters, so I just had to imagine how hor- 
rible the word really is. 

Ican only hope that future articles 
and letters to the editor that might deal 
with sp*cs, d*gos, k*kes, ch*nks, wh*te 
tr*sh or r*gheads adhere to the same 
level of cultural sensitivity, and I eagerly 
look forward to compelling and serious- 
minded journalism that takes on such 
unsavory topics as r*pe, inc*st, g*n*cide, 
p’d*philes or s*rial k*ll*rs. 


ANONYMOUS 
VIA EMAIL 


Тепјоу reading your magazine а the 
high schools where I substitute teach. 
Commendably, both the public and 
catholic school divisions have subscrip- 
tions. With this in mind I am surprised 
to find such graphic nudity and content 
in Adbusters, #83. If your goal is to edu- 
cate young impressionable minds, you 
have definitely missed the mark. Once 
this issue is seen by school administra- 
tions across the country, I'm sure that a 
lot of subscriptions (many of which pro- 
vide youth with the only exposure they 
getto your magazine) will be canceled. 1 
agree that pornography is invading our 
mindscape; I just don't feel you need 

to add to the ever-increasing amount 

of smut out there by publishing these 
images. 





ROBERT WARBURTON 
VIA EMAIL 


essen 
Dear Editor, 

I was over the moon when I first dis- 
covered Adbusters -a magazine I could 
read without being attacked by a bar- 
rage of advertisements. Any advertising 
atall undermines Adbusters’ anticon- 
sumerist ideal, so please explain to me 
how you justify two full-page ads in 
Adbusters, #83: one for your shoes, the 
other for a book. Making sweatshop- 
free shoes is one thing; devoting a page 
in your anticonsumerist magazine to 
advertising them is another. No matter 
how covered in words like “revolution,” 
“activist” and “innovation” it may be, an 
ad is an ad. Have you turned a blind eye 
to your adbustin’ manifesto to market 
your own products? 


NATALIE GRAY 
VIA EMAIL 


Saa 
Your last issue [Adbusters, #83] features 
advertisements for "the flag, the foot- 
wear and the bible" for activists that 








twitter.com/adbusters 


| Adbusters 


@ 2000+ 
All rationalist 
doctrines necessarily 
lead to nihilism ... 








are available to buy on your website. 
Why are you trying to brand a suppos- 
edly un-brandable idea? Your whole 
magazine is dedicated to smash- 

ing advertising and subtle capitalist 
brainwashing, yet you are creating 
an aura around certain products as 
“must-haves” for the “type” of people 
who read your magazine. Obviously 
Tunderstand you have to feed your- 
selves etc., but leave branding activ- 
ism alone. 





HAZEL око 
VIA EMAIL 


We only advertise our own stuff, and 
every product we sell is a tool for activ- 
ism. Our merchandise propagates our 
ideals and helps us stay alive. —Eds 


nennen 
Тат sitting in the Calgary airport 
waiting for my flight, wondering how 
long it will be before I break down 
and become a consumer again. Until 
just recently I've been a hermit, living 
off the grid in a small town in British 
Columbia. During that time I exor- 
cised many demons, including getting 
rid of some unnecessary wants and 
desires. But here in the plush leather 
seats of the airport atrium I begin to 
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ACTION 
Declare 

independence from 
corporate rule - fly 
the corporate flag 
on the 4th of July. 
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Design Anarchy 

The graphic designer’s revolutionary handbook by Kalle Lasn. 
Hardcover, 416 pages, 1,200 photos, illustrations & détournements. 
Check it out at adbusters.org or at your local indie bookstore. 


feel the pull of want rise up like zom- 
bies. Little demons began to whisper, 
“Со ahead you deserve that coffee from. 
Starbucks, that apple fritter from Tim 
Horton's, that veggie sub from Subway. 
And while you are at it, why don't you 
treat yourself to a new pair of sunglass- 
es at the Sunglass Hut? Never mind 
about where the coffee or the food came 
from or where the sunglasses were 
made. Never mind about the packaging 
and the fossil fuels used to transport 
the stuff. You've been so good this year. 
Think ofthe pleasure! Think of the 
joy!” 

I decide to meet these thoughts half- 
way ... Iwalk into a magazine store and 
buy the new Adbusters. I tell my demons 
to “piss off,” go upstairs to the food 
court, take a drink from the water foun- 
tain and then eat the avocado and bread 
that I brought from home. I won this 
round, but the battle has just begun. 


DESIGN BY PEDRO INOUE 


CONCEPT BY DOUGLAS HADDOW 





Send us your letters, stories, 


— ne photographs, epiphanies: 
editor@adbusters.org 
artdirector@adbusters.org 


БЕБА 


A Great Victory 


Every human being has the unassailable right to seek, 
receive and impart information without hindrance. 
This right, enshrined in Article 19 of the Universal 
Declaration of Human Rights, is something we at 
Adbusters have been fighting for since our inception. 
Our not-for-profit group, Adbusters Media Foundation, 
was born 20 years ago in response to censorship after 
numerous broadcasters refused to run our citizen- 
produced ads. Over the last two decades, we have 
launched numerous legal actions against the Canadian 
Broadcasting Corporation (cc) and private broadcast- 
ers (notably CanWest Global), fighting for the right of 
every Canadian citizen to walk into a ту station and 
buy 30 seconds of airtime. 

For 20 years we were knocked back at every stage: 
we were defeated in the lower courts, and the Supreme 
Court of Canada refused to hear our appeals. But last 
April we finally scored a great legal victory. In a unani- 
mous decision, the British Columbia Court of. Appeal 





overturned previous court rulings and concluded that 
television airtime may indeed constitute public Space. 
This crucial ruling allows Adbusters to proceed with its 
groundbreaking case against media conglomerates. 

In order to take our fight to the next stage, we need 
an immediate injection of $50,000. We are asking for 
donations from anyone who believes that information 
rights are the key to a flourishing democracy and that 
those rights are imperative in navigating the dangerous 
times ahead. 

To donate visit www.adbusters.org, send a check to 
Adbusters Media Foundation or give us a call at 604- 
736-9401/1-800-663-1243 (toll-free). We are also trying 
to get in touch with media lawyers in the us, Australia 
and the UK who are interested in launching Right To 
Communicate legal actions in their own countries. If 
you have ideas, want more information or care to talk 
strategy, email kono@adbusters.org. 











THE SOUL OF JAPAN 





BY ROLAND KELTS 


Japan has a curiously utopian image in the West right now. 
Everything from anime and manga to sushi and sudoku 
seems to emit the whiff of cool culture in the globalized 21st 
century. Even Japan's renowned bullet train is on the export 
docket: California governor Arnold Schwarzenegger is said to 
be negotiating with Japan Rail to purchase Japanese high- 
speed train intellectual property for an upcoming Los Angeles- 
Las Vegas line, and possibly extending it to San Francisco and 
other West Coast destinations in the coming years. 





But inside the borders of this ancient archipelago, self-confidence 
is scant. While the aftershocks of a collapsing us economy cause 
tremors throughout the rest of the world, Japan is suffering a 
homegrown earthquake. 

Unemployment stats have hit their highest points since World War 
ll; the government is now subsidizing major corporations to beef up 
their staff rosters; immigrant workers are being laid off by the score; 
and the long-standing governing oligarchy, the so-called Liberal 
Democratic Party, is on its knees. 

Hapless Japanese consumers have stopped spending any capital - 
political or fiscal. And why shouldn't they? Japan, designed since the 
end of World War Il to be America's most passive and dependable 
Pacific ally, has finally hit paralysis. 

"What most people don't recognize,” wrote Masaru Tamamoto, 
a senior fellow at the World Policy Institute, this spring in the New York 
Times, "is that [Japan's] crisis is not political, but psychological." 

None of this is news to many of Japan's artists, writers and leading 
progressive thinkers. The story of Japan since the us occupation in 
1945 is one of forced docility and coercion amid bouts of humiliation. 
Japan's military government lost its biggest gamble (a war with 
the greatest mid-century Western power: America), and its legacy 
has been a perverted national identity - one with international 
recognition and export dominance but little sense of agency or 
genuine independence. 

"Japan is America's sist state,” a professor at Osaka University told 
me a few years ago. "There are 45,000 American troops here, and 
American fast food is everywhere. What could we do to stop it?" 

Japan's writers and artists have done a lot to tryto stop it - going 
so far as to take their own lives in protest. Author Yukio Mishima 
infamously disemboweled himself at the Tokyo headquarters of the 
Japan Self-Defense Forces 40 years ago in response to his nation's 
loss of self and soul in the aftermath of World War Il. 

The ambivalent Mishima, who apparently struggled to get his 
writing produced on Broadway (the icon of American entertainment 
values), seemingly foresaw the loss of Japan's soul long before 
Starbucks landed in every neighborhood in Tokyo. 

But Kenzaburo Oe, Japan's last Nobel Prize-winning novelist, once 
critiqued Mishima's suicide as “proof of his perverted relationship 
with Japan,” claiming his compatriot chose an archly traditional and 
sensational method of death precisely because he was conforming 
to Western stereotypes of Japan. According to Oe, Mishima's self- 
destruction was less an outright protest than an example of his trying 
to "live up to the image of Japan created by Europeans" 

Oe himself has been battling the conservative, nationalistic 
political system he sees as the legacy of us-Japan relations since 
the end of the war. But even Oe is ambivalent. At an American literary 
conference in the 19905, Oe admitted that books like Huckleberry 
Finn and volumes by Walt Whitman first inspired him to embark 
оп his career as a writer. He reportedly bowed his head in apology 
immediately after making this confession. 

"It was overwhelming," best-selling Japanese novelist Haruki 
Murakami tells me when | ask him about the sudden influx of 
American pop culture in the middle of the 20th century. "It was 
everywhere. And we're not French, you know. We liked it.” 

But what does this mean for Japan today, when its own culture is 
penetrating Western minds and souls as its people at home suffer 
from a decades-old malaise? 
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“There's something unfair in Japanese society,” says Japanese 
proto-punk author Ryu Murakami, easing onto a couch in his hotel 
room in Tokyo. "Maybe it's not with bad intentions, but the result is 
still a betrayal, The paradigm of Japanese society has changed since 
the era of rapid economic growth, but our society still provides the 
same kind of education and corporations are still managed by rules 
based on norms rooted in the paradigms of that time!" 

Murakami believes that Japan's sibling-like relationship with the 
Us may have been salutary during the nation’s early growth years 
immediately following the war, when images of American wealth 
and stability served as a model for a people who had endured abject 
Poverty and defeat. But the “mindless materialism” he saw overtaking 
his fellow nationals in the so-called bubble years of the 1980s, when 
the value of Japanese real estate and stocks blew a gasket, is revealing. 
The Japanese, he says, only perceived the superficial qualities of 
American life: the consumer goods, refrigerators, cars, microwaves 
and designer clothing. They didn't understand the soul of America, 
or its essence, And they cast aside their own cultural core for a life 
guided by, and limited to, borrowed surfaces,” 

“Japan wasn't copying or borrowing from the States with any kind 
of profound awareness of what those things really were” he says. 

"Let's take the example of music. Some people who play jazz in Japan 
might think all Americans play jazz. Those who play country music 
might think all Americans sing country songs.” 

He sighs in resignation. "You know, there are people who play 
Hawaiian music in Japan, and some of them actually believe that 
all Americans know how to hula dance.” 

Can 60 years of mistaken idolatry gut a country’s sense of self? 
Murakami seems to think so. 

“Japan copies American culture, but it's all myopic and superficial 
- The us is very diverse, there are many races and religions, but 
Japan only takes what it wants to as a kind of fashion. And that's 
a problem.” 

Yet another Murakami, the conceptual artist Takashi, whose work 
now sells for millions at Sotheby's auctions, proposed a theory only a 
few years ago that he blithely labeled "Little Boy,” a reference to the 
codename the us Air Force gave to its first ever atomic bomb, which 
it dropped on Hiroshima on August 6, 1945. According to Murakami, 
the trauma Japan suffered at the end of World War II (not only from 
defeat, but also from the unprecedented dropping of two atomic 
bombs, the decimation of its major cities through civilian-killing 
firebombs and the loss of its divine emperor, which, in Confucian 
terms, means the loss of the supreme patriarch, the family father) 
engendered a mélange of grotesqueries in the nation’s collective 
unconscious. Many of these demons could only find expression in 
the comparatively underground forms of Japanese comics (manga) 
and animation. Both mediums were cheap to produce, and were 
distributed outside the bounds of Japan's corporate-industrial 
complex. 

For Takashi Murakami, even the concept of kawaii, or the extreme 
cuteness in Japanese pop icons like Hello Kitty, Pikachu from Pokémon 
and the Tamagotchi virtual electronic pets, emanates from the wounds 
of World War Il and the American occupation. Evolution teaches us 
that cuteness is a symptom of dependence, urging adults to care for 
infants, puppies and kittens who are, after all, entirely helpless. A 
Japan shaped by its reliance upon big brother/big daddy America would 
naturally perfect this form of expression. Murakami's theory goes: 
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Be cute, and Daddy might be good to you, however much you hate 
it - and him. 

“Japan lost the war to the Americans,” Hideaki Anno, creator of 
Neon Genesis Evangelion, Japan's version of Star Wars - a film seen 
and beloved by an entire generation now in their 305 and 405, who 
are still paying to see its ongoing remakes - told the Atlantic Monthly 
two years ago. "Since that time, the education we received is not 
one that created adults. Even for us, people in their 405, and forthe 
generation older than me in their Sos and 60s, there's no reasonable 
model of what an adult should be like.” 

‘Anno is notoriously cynical, prone to debilitating bouts of 
depression and antagonism. Yet his insights are shared by Japanese 
artists and thinkers several years older and younger. Japan, goes 
the argument, became America's little brother after the war, and it 
retains the childlike aspects of that role even today. 

“| don't see any adults here in Japan,” he continued in the Atlantic 
interview, “The fact that you see salarymen reading manga and 
pornography on the train and being unafraid, unashamed or anything, 
is something you wouldn't have seen 30 years ago, with people 
who grew up under a different system of government. They would 
have been far too embarrassed to open a book of cartoons or dirty 
pictures on a train. But that's what we have now in Japan. We are 
a country of children.” 

A country of children. Perhaps there is no better description of 
the safe, über-polite, superficial land in which | live today, as a half- 
Japanese American, Everything works. But something is wrong. 

Yet however painful, Japan's current psychological crisis may be 
groundbreaking. A new generation of Japanese has taken a second 
look at the American mid-century "big daddy" model and found it 
sorely wanting. Coupled with America's belligerent unilateralism 
after 9/11, us domestic fiascoes (the failed rescue operations 
during and after Hurricane Katrina, collapsing bridges and other 
infrastructural disasters and frequent shooting and crime sprees) 
are now transmitted instantly, in gory detail, on the Internet and 
satellite rv. American brand names like Coca-Cola and Levi's have 
lost sex appeal and market share in Japan. Even Hollywood, whose 
blockbuster storylines seem a bit dated and redundant next to the 
wild rides found in anime and manga, slipped off its box office perch 
in Japan in 2006, when domestically produced films muscled their 
way past the so percent cut of the local market. 

Younger Japanese are setting the trends that young Americans 
and other Westerners now follow - via the Web, the media, and 
the incessant chatter of social networking sites (sns) like MySpace, 
Facebook and Mixi, the Japanese-language SNS - and a growing 
number of them know it. “I was speaking to high school students 
in Tottori,” says Motoyuki Shibata, Japan's leading translator of 
contemporary American fiction. "They are sort of postmodernist 


without knowing it. They know there can be no absolute clear- 
cut answer to any important problem, and they can live with that 
knowledge.” 

More importantly, he continues, “they don't like America. | asked 
them why, and they said it's because America imposes beliefs on 
others and believes their own answer to be absolute. They want 
to impose it on other countries. | talked with them more, and! 
realized 9/11 happened when they were six or seven years old. The 
only America they know firsthand is Bush's America. America to 
them means the Bush administration.” 

In other words: Big Daddy became Papa Bush and, for even the 
most docile Japanese, that new boss was worse than the old one. 

“| asked them whether they thought things would change with 
Obama; adds Shibata. "And they said they hope so. They really do.” 

The ruling Liberal Democratic Party, called Jiminto and created in 
part by us President Harry Truman, Commanding General Douglas 
McArthur and Japan's zaibatsu (ruling class) elites some 60 years ago 
to ensure a cooperative, coercive relationship, may finally be giving 
way to а more organic, fully-realized Japan. As | write, young people 
are gathering on Tokyo's streets in protest and chanting outside 
parliament in the pouring rain. And that decades-old governing 
party - always a puppet of us leadership - is facing stiff opposition 
in the upcoming election, which is due as early as this September. 
Some claim it will break into fragments. Others believe either the 
opposition party, Minshuto, or the Democratic Party, which has a 
more socialist bent, need to be given a chance. 

"More young Japanese people are interested in environmental 
issues,” says Ryu Murakami. "I know a group who formed an NGO 
to work against sexual slavery and child prostitution in Cambodia. 
There are certainly more young Japanese people than ever who are 
interested in environmental issues or world poverty problems instead 
of money, traveling abroad or sport cars. So the lack of the old-school 
materialistic ambitions is, yes, a problem in some ways. But there 
are good sides to it as well" 

Even organizations resembling labor collectives have recently 
blossomed in Japan. So-called "freeters,” a compound loanword 
from the English "free" and the German “arbeiter,” or laborer, now 
gather under the banner of The Freeter's Union (www freeter-union. 
org). And the ввс reported in May that Japan's Communist Party 
had swelled to more than 400,000 members, with 1,000 newbies 
signing on every month. 

‘As Haruki Murakami said to me a few months ago in Tokyo: “When 
| was in America in the early 19905, Japan was rich and everyone in 
the us talked about it. But we didn't have a cultural face. It didn't 
feel real. And | thought: Somebody should do something. | have to 
do something for Japanese culture. It's my duty. I've been getting 
more popular in Europe and America, so | am in a position to be 





able to talk to people directly, exchange opinions and tell the truth. 
That's a great opportunity. Only a few people can do it. And I'm one 
of them.” 

Murakami's opportunity is Japan's ... and ours. Let's grab it. This 
dramatic shift in Haruki Murakami's identity and sense of himself 

- from a largely reclusive Japanese writer living in voluntary exile in 
Europe and the us to something of a cultural ambassador, proudly 
representing his native land - may reflect a realignment of priorities 
in the broader Japanese population. The nation's "soft power" appeal 
Overseas is now being acknowledged by domestic, state and industry 
leaders, who are finally putting money where their mouths are. This 
fall they are launching the tentatively named Contents Overseas 
Development Fund, which will finance Japan's pop culture industry 
with the aim of rivaling, and eventually surpassing, America's global 
media presence. Even tourism to Japan, which long occupied a lowly 
spot on the list of Japan's priorities, received a jolt of funding and 
attention in recent years. And the effort to reveal Japan's treasures 
to the rest of the world is literally paying off: according to the Japan 
National Tourist Organization, the number of foreign visitors to Japan 
spiked by three million from 2003 to 2007, with a total of more than 
eight million trekking to the archipelago in 2007 and a projected ten 
million by next year. 

Nearly two decades ago, controversial Tokyo governor and former 
novelist Shinto Ishihara penned a book-length diatribe called The 
Japan That Can Say No, decrying American dominance, arrogance 
and racism and arguing that it was really Japan, not the us, that held 
the reins of power in the bilateral relationship. But a more accurate 
tack (and title) for today's Japan might be The Japan That Can Say 
Yes: say yes to its rising sense of self-confidence, pride and national 
maturity; and to playing a more decisively independent role on the 
global stage - where Japan's stronger presence and unique voice are 
likely to be welcomed, and may well be necessary. 


Roland Nozomu Kelts is the author of Japonomerica: How Japanese 
Pop Culture has Invaded the us. He is a professor at the University 
of Tokyo, Sophia University and the University of the Sacred Heart 
‘Tokyo, the editor of us-based lecture series “Anime Masterpieces," a 
contributing editor Гог A Public Space magazine and a columnist for 
the Daily Yomiuri. His forthcoming novel is called Access. 





Today the girl who sits next to me in our 8 AM history class walked in with naked feet. 
1 don't know what her reasoning was, but | liked that she was making a statement of 
some sort. 


She intrigues me. She holds her hair back with a pink breast cancer headband. 
Sometimes she brings food into class; her idea of breakfast is a bag of sliced 
cucumbers and an organic nectarine. While the professor lectures, she hides an 
issue of The Week beneath her notebook, periodically coughing to smother her 
giggles. | see her on campus, sitting on the generally-vacant wooden benches, 
watching people pass in the same distant, pleasant way one watches a feel-good film 

She doesn't exactly keep her distance from the rest of society, but she doesn't 
seem to rely on it and she doesn't seem to need to get involved either. 


—Eugenia Jobst 
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| My work functions as a meditation on our unacquainted society -focus- 
@ "90m the ever-growing enslavement of the individual within certain social EEG 
structures. That is, | have witnessed the entrapment of the free mind. 


Yulia Pinkusevich 
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The Western mind operates mainly through channels 
of rationality and reason. Because we seem to have at- 
tained a status of virtual mastery over our environment, 
we have little interest in the more profound dimensions 
of that living environment: the limitless beings of nature 
and our potential relationship with those beings - beings 
we depend on for our existence. Regarding the whole 
of humanity over our entire span of evolution upon this 
planet, however, the modern Western perspective may 
be the exception to the general rule - an anomaly— ог 
at least merely one perspective among the many that 
have served and enriched humanity through the millen- 
nia. Pre-Western views (which have also been termed 
“native,” "indigenous" and “primitive") emphasize the 
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STEVEN MORGAN 


faculties of intuition, sensation and feeling more po- 
tently by focusing on the interrelationship of human 
beings with the manifold natural world, Pre-Western 
perspectives also employ these faculties in discerning 
spiritual forces at play through this world of created 
forms, of living creatures whose life force they see as 
both a mystery and a blessing, and whose origins can 
only be imagined. 

In his autobiography, Lame Deer, Seeker of Visions, 
the 20th-century Native American Indian yuwipi, or 
shaman/healer, states, "The spirit is everywhere. 
Sometimes it shows itself through an animal, a bird 
or some trees and hills. Sometimes it speaks from the 
Badlands, a stone or even from the water." In these 
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paradigms of coexistence within the web of life, human 
beings take what they need, with a certain measure of 
piety, from the world of living creatures. 

They also have particular, even religious, ways in 
Which they give back to the earth, and so to the spiritual 
presences or realities which are intuitively felt to have 
expressed themselves through the earth. Therein lies 
a profound difference, which distinguishes the pre- 
Western from the Western mind-set. 

What modern civilization feeds the planet is es- 
sentially poison. Not only that, we are taking more and. 
more and more through our constant “development” 
of land: deforestation and mining. Although we tend to 
believe that we have evolved beyond the mentality and 





overall capacity of the pre-Western mind-set, there 
is obviously much we can learn from rudimentary re- 
flections upon its everyday practices. And though we 
trumpet the victory of reason and rational thinking over 
the "foolish and outdated" ways of primitive cultures — 
with their superstitions, rituals and symbolic thinking 
— it is obvious that they still have some very important 
lessons to teach us. 


Xander Stone 
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ELECTRIC BODY(NOAH), TIMES SQUARE, NEW YORK, NY, 2006 
COURTESY DOUG AITKEN AND 303 GALLERY, NYC 
FROM THE BOOK 199 CENT DREAMS" PUBLISHED BY THE ASPEN ART MUSEUM 


We used to have an intellectual ideal that we could contain within ourselves the whole of 
civilization. It was very much an ideal - none of us actually fulfilled it~ but there was this sense 
that, through wide reading and study, you could have a depth of knowledge and could make 
unique intellectual connections among the pieces of information stored within your memory. 
[Richard] Foreman [author of the play The Gods Are Pounding My Head] suggests that we 
might be replacing that model - for both intelligence and culture - with a much more superficial 
relationship to information in which the connections are made outside of our own minds 
through search engines and hyperlinks. We'll become “pancake people," with wide access to 
information but no intellectual depth, because there's little need to contain information within 
our heads when it's so easy to find with a mouse click or two. 


Nicholas Carr, "Computing the Cost,” The Sun magazine, www.thesunmagazine.org. 








PERSONAL 


MAN SEARCHING FOR WOMAN: 
ГАМ IN POSSESSION OF THE 
GREATEST JOKE IN THE WORLD. 


This, of course, is a li 
I'm an asshole and an alcoholic and I'm looking for something similar. | 
like alcohol because it has many uses, including the following: 
Fending off reason 








Making beautiful those things that 
Purging your stomach 
Enlightening the dumb 

Inducing slumber 

Producing courage 

Spinning a room 

Enabling denial 








Befriending peanuts. 
| wrote a poem one tim: 
poet. The first line м: 
occasionally | 





: | do not like doctors. The last line was: So 
it watermelon. It was only two lines long. Do you like it? 
Often | wonder what it might be like to die by explosion. 











Please roply with a picture of your face, Or your breasts. Or both. 
Preferably both. And maybe a name. And maybe your phone number. 
Please have most of your teeth or at least dentures. 

Supposedly, 

The Giant 





Dear Giant, 

Please find attached to this message the requisite photo- 
graphs. Please be inclined to view the face first and the 
bre: сопа. You will notice that I have taken great 
lengths to look presentable. 

Fondly, 

Sunshine Girl 











Dear Sunshine Girl, 

| have received your picture. I like the way your hair appears to be of silk 
or maybe cheap wool. I'm glad you are beautiful. | hope you don't mind 
that | am mediocre in this respect, if not a little subpar. Please find at- 
tached to this message a picture of my face. You will notice that | have 
not included a picture of my breasts. This is because | don't have them. 
Well | do have them, but they are different than yours. They are smaller, 
inevitably less attractive and not very much fun to play with. 
Perpetually, 

The Giant 


Dear Giant, 
You are not handsome, but I find this to be charming. 
Bland people are forced, by the nature of circumstance, 
to supplement. Perhaps they are poets or playwrights or 
photographers. Perhaps they are scientists. If they are 
not these things, they live in trailers. Sometimes. Other 
times they are boring and they do boring things, like 
build computers. Do you build computers? 

I wasn't able to sleep last night because I was thinking 
about you. This is strange because I've yet to meet you 
and you will likely turn out to be rotten or dull. But 
still I could not sleep. 

Your poem was nice, although there are many that are 
better. 

Kindly, 

Sunshine Girl 








Dear Sunshine Girl, 

1 have fallen in love and out of it many times and so am very good at 
describing what it is like. Since I anticipate falling in love with you, 

I'm going to tell you about it. Falling in love is like eating a steak, only 
you are trying to swallow the entire thing without chewing it and so It 
inevitably becomes stuck. Falling out of love is similar, only opposite. 
Your body recoils and fights for air because of the steak in your throat. 
Sometimes you choke to death. The people that choke die or they get a. 
therapist. Other people vomit and then try swallowing the steak all over 
again. These people are stupid. | tend to drink, hoping the liquid will 
force down what's blocking my air. 

Certainly, 

The Giant. 

















Dear Giant, 

I do not drink. Never in my life have I put a gla 
beer or liquor or wine to my lips. Never have I cur 
liver or my stomach. Never have I been forced to wake and 
meander about my day when instead I should be waltzing. 
Т hold a vicious hatred for you. Let me explain why. I'll 
explain why later. 

Momentarily, 

Sunshine Girl 











Sunshine Girl, 
You remind me of my mother. She is, in certain ways, a truly appall- 

ing creature. Her behavior is simple, her methods archaic. She prowls 
around shopping malls and grocery stores in search of people who 
litter, steal candy ог put their gum on the undersides of public tables 
and benches. She watches and waits for someone to commit such a 
crime and then pursues them with has ‘confronting them with force 
and shattering their sensibilities with language that includes: litter- 
bug and conscientious. She says these things and disappears. She is 
nameless, in certain ways. She is feared across my city, though nobody 
would recognize her. This is strange. You would think, by now, that 
somebody would have taken her picture or smothered her to death with 
a teddy bear, 

You remind me of her for some reason. | do not know the reason. ls this 
strange? 

Forever yours, 

TheGiant 














Dear Giant, 

I have discovered the reason for which I hold a vicious 
hatred for you. Your poem is shit. But this is meaning- 
ful, isn't it? They say artists are nothing but people 
of passion who fall into talent with age. Are you young? 
I think you are because you are immature and say stupid 
things. They say artists are drunks. Are you a drunk? 
Yes. I know because you told me. And don't artists hope 
to die tragic deaths? I believe they prefer to die of 
tuberculosis. You are young and you are a drunk. And you 
fear or lust after death by explosion - which, while not 
as romantic as tuberculosis, still maintains a sort of 
haste that may drive you to brilliant composition. I hate 
you because you are unrealized. 

1t is impossible for me to care any less about your 
mother than I do right now. I hope she di of cancer, 
particularly the kind that inhabits those things that 
make her a woman: her ovaries, her uterus, her breasts, 
her cervix. It will be her penance. For what? For 
birthing you. 

Simply honest, 

Sunshine Girl 











Dear Sunshine Girl, 

Ithas occurred to me just now that | have fallen in love with you. Do you 
find this sentiment strange? Do you find it welcoming? Do you find that, 
in your heart, you feel thi bout me? | have a strange feeling that 
you must. 

| know a song on the guitar and the first line of it is: Someday I'll wake 
up. There is a beautiful chord progression that play with it when I sing. 
1 was singing it just now. It made me think of you. 

Quietly contemplating, 

The Giant 





Dear Giant, 

I am going to trust you with something very close to my 
heart. I hope you will not take the information and use 
it to break me, to crush my spirit and leave me helpless. 
I am scared that I will be sucked out of an airplane 
window. For this, I never fly. 

I am scared that I will be the subject of laughter. For 
this, I never tell jokes. 

I am scared that someone will miss me when I die. For 
this, I know no on 
1 am scared that someday I will die. For this, I smoke 
habitually. 

Warmly, 

Sunshine Girl 








Dear Sunshine Girl, 

Take solace in the fact that there is not enough pressure at 35,000 feet 
to suck you out. Take solace in the fact that you will never be the sub- 
ject of laughter - you are not even remotely funny. And dear girl, pl 
know someone. At least one. Do not fear that they will miss you when 
you die. | am quite sure that nobody misses anyone else anymore. When 
you die, you can be sure that every close relative and friend in the room 
is thinking solely of themselves, of how glad they are that you are in the 
casket instead of them. And, if you take solace in anything, take solace 
in the fact that you will live fore 
Prophetically, 

The Giant 














Dear Giant, 

Т had hoped that you would send me a list of your fears 
ав I have sent you one of mine. In sharing our dread, 

we might have become closer. Instead you have belittled 
me. I feel as if every emotion I have ever carried in my 
breast were false, momentary, elaborate and foolish. 
Sheepishly, 

Sunshine Girl 











Dear Sunshine Girl, 


















Below please find a list of those things thi dof 
only three things. 

lam scared that | will die alone. For this, | buy goldfis 

| am scared of parasites and tropical dis 

lam scared of crash-landing face first on the ground. For this, I ne 
jump from high plac 

Regrettably, 

The Giant 


Dear Giant, 

You will die alone. Have you ever considered tra eling to 
lands of ice and snow? You could always wear a parachute. 
Dramatically, 

Sunshine Girl 


Dear Sunshine Girl, 

Ihave nothing but time. Did you ever think, as child, that you'd have too 
much time? Every happy moment ever lived is over in a blink — rec 
childhood, romance. Have you considered if this is strange? God is play- 
ing a prank us. Do you see it? Have you laughed yet? The only moments 
that linger are the ones you wish would pass quickly. | have many such 
moments and so it seems as if have already lived fore 
Ihave decided to quit composing poetry. Your critique of my poem is 
heartfelt and true. I fear that | have neither the words nor the rhythm to 
incite rebellion or lust, and so there is no place on the page for me. 
Tragically, 

The Giant 

















Dear Giant, 

A true artist knows when they are not welcome and so 
they acquiesce, resigning their post as the ignored and 
the irrelevant. Congratulations on your arrival. Have 
you considered building computers? 1 have heard there is 
money here. Heaps of it. Mounds. Piles. Sacks. Chests. 
May I suggest that we each compose a paragraph profess- 
ing our feelings for the other? This way we will know 
precisely where we stand. I will begin: 

There is the possibility that I lust for you. I feel аз 
if I want to know your touch and your kiss, although I 
know I never will. I am frank and I apologize for this 
fact, but in earnest I would not change it for the world 
- it is chemical, it is who I am. I may love you despite 
your flaws and imperfections. Ien't this love? I am sure 
of it. When you chase after a person knowing precisely 
where they are broken, that is love. Perhaps I am wrapped 
in it, as a child may be wrapped in a felt blanket im- 
printed with colored animals - blue bears, purple el- 
ephants and yellow hippopotamuses. 
Essentially, 

Sunshine Girl 























Dear Sunshine Girl, 

While | have not encountered a good and fitting path for my future, lam 
decidedly against building computers. | have heard, from more than one 
reputable source, that there is the hazard of electrocution to consider. 
| would feel awful if you were to take to sobbing after discovering I had 
perished in such a manner. 

Consider the following a profession of my sentiments: 

What happens when | am old, when Гат ailing, when | am weak? Will 
you love me then? Will you consent to my death if wish it? Will you 
consent to living forever if so choose to never die? These are relevant. 
Maybe you will love me despite time and so | will fail to appreciate you 
until you are wasted and gone, But isn't this love? Isn't this what love 
is? Love is what happens when you forget a person exists. Love is what 
you feel afterwards, when they are dead, You don't miss them. That is 
not the right word. Simply, they are absent and you are acutely aware 
of this fact. Somehow, | feel that when you are absent from my life I will 
feel it acutely, 

Absurdly, 

The Giant 

















Dear Giant, 
I feel we have arrived at a plateau. But have I told that 
I prefer the ocean? That I prefer rough coasts, sharp 
cliffs, rocky mountains and the flesh of a man seasoned 
with dried water? 

Recently I have considered purchasing a bicycle. I be- 
lieve there exists at least one bicycle in the world that 
has two seats. Shall we buy it? I have a vision of us 
pedaling across the country in exactly a straight line 
and arriving at the ocean past sundown. The water will be 
black. The sky will be black. We are chilled, but we have 
coffee in a thermos. We watch as night dies and the sun 
pops up. We will stay for an early morning hour. And then 
we will find a new place to pedal. Shall we go? 
Magnetically, 

Sunshine Girl 














Dear Sunshine Girl, 

It is impossible that we be together. I fall in love often. I fall out of it 
more often. But | have a strange sensation in my brain. It feels com- 
monplace, but essential. It's as if have woken from a night's sleep and 
taken a mug of coffee. Only the feeling never wears thin. I am afraid 
then, that have fallen in love with you truly. And that | won't be able 
to fall back out. You have told me you are afraid to be sucked out of a 
plane with a hole in its window. If this plane were a metaphor for the 
circumstance of love, | am afraid of remaining inside: the hole in the 
window, and the excessive pressure pulling me out, is welcome in my 
world. 

Reverently, 

The Giant 











Dear Giant, 

Have I told you that I have been awake for weeks? Since 
your first message I have not been able to shut my eyes. 
How terrible is it to live a morning as if it were mid- 
night? To feel as though the sun doe: nothing but pull on 
your eyelids? Sill, you do not see me complaining about 
it. And you must stop. Beds are unnecessary and rest is 
redundant. 

Where do we go from here? I am on a road and I am with- 
Out the tools necessary to navigate: a compass, a map, 
а vehicle (preferably silver, although a dark and somber 
blue will do), a bottle of liquor and a mix-tape. 
Emphatically, 

Sunshine Girl 

















Dear Sunshine Girl, 

There is a funny joke that God plays on man. Have you laughed yet? 

I think it might be the funniest one of all. The joke is: everyone you 
ever knew, and anyone who might mourn your passing, will die, What 
happens after this? There is no proof that you existed. And the 
no one to care whether you ever did in the first place. There is 
about this. Maybe someday | will sing it to you. 

Where we go from hi imple. The nice thing about this place is 
that you don't need a compass, a map, avehicle, a bottle of liquor 
ora mix-tape to arrive there. We are going to nowhere in particular. 
1 see when you arrive. l'l be the man wearing a smile and a blue 
tuxedo. 

Quietly, 

The Giant 
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AN INSOMNIAC, IAN BASSINGTHWAIGHTE WRITES 
BECAUSE THERE IS NOTHING ELSE TO DO AT NIGHT. 
HIS FAVORITE FOOD IS CHEERIOS, 





1 can consolidate myself into quotes, 
groups and pictures. | can form opinions of people or, more 
importantly, see how good-looking they are before | meet them. | 
stake claim to a virtual wall, replete with emoticons and one dollar 
gifts. | am able to compulsively keep track of everyone | have ever 
encountered and turn them into my friends. 

Not an hour goes by that I do not log in, silently praying for a 
friend request from my (yet-to-be-found) soul mate or a wall post 
from an estranged friend. | seek out teachers and celebrities and 
politicians and add them to feel popular and like I'm part of the 
elite. Yet, when | find myself sifting through photo albums of com- 
plete strangers, | know that my hobby has gotten out of hand. 

In an attempt to reclaim my own life and to test my own resolve, 
I have decided to ignore Facebook for a week. As | log in one 
final time and update my status to "is abstaining," | vow to prove 
that | am capable of living beyond the virtual world. It will be dif- 
ficult and may involve frequent palpitations, but | have complete 
faith in myself. 

My first day sans Facebook is off to a great start, mostly 
because I'm in class for the majority of the day. Sure, my knuck- 
les sweat slightly when | see someone who, in favor of paying 
attention in class, is tagging himself in photos of what looks like 
his winter break, but I'm okay. | even feel better about my pledge 
of abstinence because I, unlike Mr. Cabo San Lucas, have taken 
some very elaborate notes. 

The second day is tougher. | can feel the withdrawal begin to 
set in. | realize communication is a tedious and elaborate process 
that requires good hygiene, presentation and social skills. 

By the third day | am strung out. My mind wanders off to who 
might have updated their profile picture, and | constantly day- 
dream about the Facebook News Feed. My palms and forehead 
are damp. | poke those that | encounter, but по one reciprocates. 
I write a sentimental note on my best friend's wall with a Sharpie 
and she kicks me out of her apartment. The tangible world 
is cruel. 

By day number four, | begin to mourn the death of my social 
life and | realize that | do not have 220 friends. It is painfully ironic 
that the moment | leave the safety and security of my computer 
screen is the moment | find myself oblivious to any and all ир- 
coming events. 

You might think | feel bad for caving in by day five, but you 
are wrong. With a few keystrokes, | am again awash in a sea of 
pokes, wall posts and friend requests. | am home. My confidence 
is restored. My self-worth is renewed. 


—Deborah Bloom 


I, Mutant 






Oyborgs are robotized beings that are connected for a greater 
part of the day to different kinds of machines (computers, tele- 
visions, cell phones, answering machines, cars, headphones, 
escalators, pacemakers, clocks, alarms, etc. Cyborgs and au- | 
tomatons are a direct consequence of present-day science and 
modern cosmology. They have no memory because their think- 

ing follows the route programmed by the idea of linear time. They 

lack spontaneity, although they improvise. Spontaneity arrests 

their programming because it prioritizes the organic and natural 
present. Thus, it foresees the discourse of life. Improvisation, on 

the other hand, is centered in immediate action and does not an- 
ticipate the consequences. It is the lucrative logic, cybernetic ur- 
gency, and desire for profit. The cyborg is boring and insincere. 

It lacks transparency and responsibility. Из food is based on the 

pure science that fabricates genetically manipulated and modified 
organisms, hiding what they truly are with their appearance: false 
legumes, vegetables that are no longer vegetables, plastic foods, 
canned fruit, and so on. All this responds to a strictly regulated 

plan for the future and life that accords with models and goals that 
are also strictly designed. Along the same vein, the cyborg is inca- 
pable of discerning the destructive and violent effect of its actions. 
Rather, it denies it. 


—Jesus Sepulveda, The Garden of Peculiarities. 


| [TIME MACHINE, WHEEL CLAMPED] 





It has become apparent that many British towns and cities are 
: gradually but perceptibly becoming identical. Once noticed, this 

: phenomenon appears to accelerate - and within a decade the 

| process will be complete. 

: Where once the distinguishing characteristics of a place – 

a corner, a main street, a square - have each enjoyed their own 
personality, now a fungus-like growth of dreary shop fronts, 
damp precincts and hot, airless cafés has all but taken over. Walls 
‘are thinner, ceilings lower, floors dirtier. The old institutional 

7 buildings, once representative of moral and social authority — 

2 churches and banks - have been stripped of their fittings, filled 

1 with wide-screen televisions and turned into vast, barn-like bars. 
All through the town, and through every town, the same two 
dozen or so brand names can now be found, repeated over and 
over above the wide doorways. 

On the edges of these identical towns and cities, chilly, 

1 crepuscular hinterlands of carpet showrooms, pry superstores 

1 and sportswear clearance warehouses stretch out in all directions, 
‘as far as the eye can see. And even further - because at some 
point on the horizon their prairie-like expanses now merge with 
those of the adjoining conurbations, like the land masses on maps 
of the prehistoric world. A few fields of wiry grass, colorless in the 
pinkish gleam of immensely tall streetlights, are the only slight 
variations - a tiny swell in the sea of sameness - that appear 
within the landscape. 

To entertain the inhabitants of this new mono-environment, 

2 the various strands of the national media have developed an array 
1 of cheap, nasty gimmicks. In addition to which, strong alcohol is 
7 now available in the same flavors as children's sweets and theme 
snacks: Toffee Crisp-flavored vodka shots, Bubblegum tequila, 
Monster Munch Bacardi, New models of cars will now be named 
after the most popular dishes on Indian takeaway menus, to avoid 
confusion and encourage consumption: The Vauxhall Korma; the 
1 Fiat Madras. 

Mobile phones have now irreversibly destroyed the distinction 
* between public and personal space, Young women are talking like 
1 camp gay men. When you apply for a mortgage you will be given 
: a voucher for a free Mochaccino Latte. Gratuitous male aggression 
is not only encouraged, but celebrated. 

Local newspapers have become directories of horror. Every 
week, unbelievably vile and stupid people do unbelievably vile 
and stupid things to each other and to anyone or anything 
which happened to cross their path. Animals, in particular, have 
suffered at their hands. Kittens are reported shot in the face at 
close range; a dog hung from a tree in a sack and beaten to death. 

The wealthiest and most fashionable people in this new state 
have been made even wealthier and more fashionable - by poorer 
people who pay to look at pictures of them going to private parties 
and expensive restaurants or to read accounts of their luxurious 
lifestyles and love affairs. Old age pensioners are dressing like 
























rappers. Clumsy fist fights have broken out between businessmen 
on crowded trains. Toddlers stab one another with screwdrivers. 
Truancy is rife; teenagers feral. Most jobs are dull and poorly 
paid. The weather has become first mild, then humid. The sun 
looks bigger ... and redder ... and lower in the sky. Dead polar 
bears have been found washed up on the shores of Scandinavia. 
These events have not occurred in a way that is particularly 
dramatic, let alone apocalyptic. Rather they seem to have had an 
atherosclerotic, sluggish momentum - their progress incremental, 
as opposed to declamatory. It is as though history has ended, and 
the concept of a future too. All that is left is the sweeping up, 
at the close of a hot, windy day of low white skies. Horses, their 
ribs showing through their skin, stand very still on the edges of 
toxic landfill sites. Jut-jawed, heavy-browed, tattooed on calf or 
small of back, territorially hostile, the last of the consumers have 
become scavengers. Their expressions are hostile, and they are 
swift to take offence. 


Note to editors: It is only when you manage to somehow gain a 
great height over this new landscape, and look down upon it, that 
you realize what has happened. In a relatively short amount of 
time, Britain has turned into one enormous shop. And everything 
that has not assisted this shop in making more profit, has been 
either forced into dereliction or declared eccentric. And thus, 
after just a few years, all that was lovely, gentle or - to use an old- 
fashioned word - seemly has been destroyed. 


Michael Bracewell is the author of Divine Concepts of Physical 
Beauty: A Novel, The Nineties: When Surface was Depth and Re-Make/ 
Re-Model. 

From Dot Dot Dot #16, www.dot-dot-dot.us. 























































:: [APOCALYPTO-NIHILISM] 





21 Imagine that our global system disintegrates. Hunkered down in every day, each of them telling us the same lie: that to live is to 





























scattered pockets of survival, people desperately try to adaptto consume and to consume is to live? 
: the savage new landscape: scavenging for bits of food and water Culprit 43 would be the corporation, or rather the way we abdi- 
: and defending themselves against marauding bandits. Imagine cated our reason and endowed it with the legal rights of a human 
the recriminations and the finger-pointing as this dark age being. In doing so we created more than a person - we created a 
dawns ... the gut-wrenching autopsy of our murdered way of life. — living monolith, stronger than any man and impervious to all as- 
: What picture of blame would emerge? What were our fatal system sault. A supreme being who, once animated, could never, ever be 
errors and who among us was responsible for making them? stopped, 

Culprit #1 would undoubtedly be the economists. How could Now... imagine the power of three incidents of collective rec- 
2 this prolific class of scholars, wreathed in medals and PhDs, have — ognition. Three mass "aha!" moments in which we identify our 
: led us so far astray? How could they not see that every product in fatal system errors and fix them, preempting the ultimate crash. 
the global marketplace was valued incorrectly, and that every pur- First we break the unholy alliance of commercialism and com- 
chase pushed us deeper into the cosmic red? And how could they, munication and clean up the toxic areas of our mental commons 
: like villagers with their backs to Vesuvius, simply keep counting then we design a global marketplace in which the price of every 
the money while the end drew so ominously near? product tells the ecological truth ... and, finally, we kill the сог- 




















Culprit #2 would be the unholy alliance of commercialism porate “I” and get capitalism bubbling from the bottom up again. 
and communication, which transformed our information deliv- Are we capable of such meta-level systems tinkering? 
ery systems into tools of mass merchandizing. Why did we allow 
2 а cavalry of marketing hits to assail our minds every minute of —Kalle Lasn 
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The larger the proportion of the Earth's biomass occupied. 
by mankind and the animals and crops required to nourish 
us, the more involved we become in the transfer of solar and 
other energy throughout the entire system. As the trans- 
fer of power to our species proceeds, our responsibility for 
maintaining planetary homeostasis grows with it, whether 
we are conscious of the fact or not. Each time we signifi- 
cantly alter part of some natural process of regulation or 
introduce some new source of energy or information, we 
are increasing the probability that one of these changes 
will weaken the stability of the entire system ... We shall 
| have to tread carefully to avoid the cybernetic disasters of 
runaway positive feedback or of sustained oscillation ... 
This could happen if... man had encroached upon Gaia's 
functional powers to such an extent that he disabled her. 
He would wake up one day to find that he had the perma- 
nent lifelong job of planetary maintenance engineer. Gaia 
would have retreated into the muds, and the ceaseless 
intricate task of keeping all the global cycles in balance 
would be ours, Then at last we should be riding that strange 
contraption, “the spaceship Earth,” and whatever tamed 
and domesticated biosphere remained would indeed be 
our “life support system" ... Assuming the present per 
capita use of energy, we can guess that at less than 10,000 
million [people] we should still be in a Gaian world. But 
somewhere beyond this figure, especially if the consump- 
‘tion of energy increases, lies the final choice of permanent 
‘enslavement on the prison hulk of the spaceship Earth, or gi- 
gadeath to enable the survivors to restore а Gaian world. 











James Lovelock, Gaia: A New Look at Life on Earth, 1979 
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THE PASSIVE NIHILIST 

looks at the world from a certain distance and finds it meaningless. He 
is scornful of the pretensions of liberal humanism with its metaphysical 
faith in progress, improvement and the perfectibility of humankind, 
beliefs that he claims are held with the same dogmatic assurance that 
Christianity was held in Europe until the late 18th century. The passive 
nihilist concludes that we are simply animals, and rather nasty aggressive 
primates at that, what we might call homo rapiens, rapacious animals. 
Rather than acting in the world and trying to transform it, the passive 
nihilist simply focuses on himself and his particular pleasures and projects 
for perfecting himself, whether through discovering the inner child, 
manipulating pyramids, writing pessimistic-sounding literary essays, 
taking up yoga, bird-watching or botany - as was the case with the 
aged Rousseau. In the face of the increasing brutality of reality, the 
passive nihilist tries to achieve a mystical stillness, calm contemplation: 
“European Buddhism.” In a world that is all too rapidly blowing itself 
to pieces, the passive nihilist closes his eyes and makes himself into 
an island. 


THE ACTIVE NIHILIST 

also finds everything meaningless, but instead of sitting back and 
contemplating, he tries to destroy this world and bring another into 
being. The history of active nihilism is fascinating, and a consideration 
of it would take us back into various utopian, radical, political and even 
terrorist groups. We might begin this history with Charles Fourier's 
utopian phalansteries of free love and leisure, before moving on to 
late 19th-century anarchism in Russia and elsewhere, through to 
the Promethean activism of Lenin's Bolshevism, Marinetti's Futurism, 
Maoism, Debord's Situationism, the Red Army Faction in Germany, the Red 
Brigades in Italy, the Angry Brigade in England, the Weather Underground 
in the Usa - without forgetting the sweet naivety of the Symbionese 
Liberation Army. 

At the present time, however, the quintessence of active nihilism 
is al-Qaeda, this covert and utterly postmodern, rhizomatic quasi- 
corporation outside of any state control. Al-Qaeda uses the technological 
resources of capitalist globalization - elaborate and coded forms of 
communication, the speed and fluidity of financial transactions, and 
obviously transportation - against that globalization. The explicit aim 
of the destruction of the World Trade Center was the initiation of anew 
series of religious wars. The sad truth is that this aim has been hugely 
successful. The legitimating logic of al-Qaeda is that the modern world, 
the world of capitalism, liberal democracy and secular humanism, is 
meaningless and that the only way to remake meaning is through acts 
of spectacular destruction. 














—Simon Critchley, infinitely Demanding: Ethics 
of Commitment, Politics of Resistance. 


YVES KLEIN 


LE SAUT DANS LE VIDE (LEAP INTO THE VOID) 
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thinking the unthinkable 


Every society clings to a myth by which it lives. Ours is 
the myth of economic growth. For the last five decades 
the pursuit of growth has been the single most impor- 
tant policy goal across the world. The global economy is 
almost five times the size it was half a century ago. If it 
continues to grow at the same rate, the economy will be 
80 times that size by the year 2100. 

This extraordinary ramping up of global economic 
activity has no historical precedent. It's totally at odds 
with our scientific knowledge of the finite resource base 
and the fragile ecology we depend on for survival. And 
it has already been accompanied by the degradation of 
an estimated 60% of the world’s ecosystems. 

For the most part, we avoid the stark reality of these 
numbers. The default assumption is that - financial 
crises aside - growth will continue indefinitely. Not just 
for the poorest countries where a better quality of life 
is undeniably needed, but even for the richest nations 
where the cornucopia of material wealth adds little to 
happiness and is beginning to threaten the foundations 
of our well-being. 

The reasons for this collective blindness are easy 
enough to find. The modern economy is structurally 
reliant on economic growth for its stability. When 
growth falters - as it has done recently - politicians 
panic. Businesses struggle to survive. People lose their 
jobs and sometimes their homes. A spiral of recession 
looms. Questioning growth is deemed to be the act of 
lunatics, idealists and revolutionaries. 

But question it we must. The myth of growth has 
failed us. It has failed the two billion people who 
still live on less than $2 a day. It has failed the fragile 
ecological systems we depend on for survival. It has 
failed spectacularly, in its own terms, to provide 
economic stability and secure people's livelihoods. 

Today we find ourselves faced with the imminent 
end of the era of cheap oil; the prospect (beyond the 
recent bubble) of steadily rising commodity prices; 
the degradation of forests, lakes and soils; conflicts 
over land use, water quality and fishing rights; and the 
momentous challenge of stabilizing concentrations of 
carbon in the global atmosphere. And we face these 
tasks with an economy that is fundamentally broken, 
in desperate need of renewal. 


In these circumstances, a return to business as usual 

is not an option. Prosperity for the few founded on 
ecological destruction and persistent social injustice is 
no foundation for a civilized society. Economic recovery 
is vital. Protecting people's jobs - and creating new 
ones - is absolutely essential. But we also stand in 
urgent need of a renewed sense of shared prosperity. 

А commitment to fairness and flourishing in a finite 
world. 

Delivering these goals may seem an unfamiliar or 
even incongruous task for policy in the modern age. 
The role of government has been framed so narrowly 
by material aims and hollowed out by a misguided 
vision of unbounded consumer freedoms. The concept 
of governance itself stands in urgent need of renewal. 

But the current economic crisis presents us with a 
unique opportunity to invest in change. To sweep away 
the short-term thinking that has plagued society for 
decades. To replace it with policy capable 
of addressing the enormous challenge of delivering 
a lasting prosperity. 

For at the end of the day, prosperity goes beyond 
material pleasures. It transcends material concerns. It 
resides in the quality of our lives and in the health and 
happiness of our families. It is present in the strength of 
our relationships and our trust in the community. It is 
evidenced by our satisfaction at work and our sense of 
shared meaning and purpose. It hangs on our potential 
to participate fully in the life of society. 

Prosperity consists in our ability to flourish as human 
beings - within the ecological limits of a finite planet. 
The challenge for our society is to create the conditions 
under which this is possible. It is the most urgent task 
of our times. 


Tim Jackson, from “Prosperity without Growth," 
www.sd-commission.org.uk 











CLAY WILLIAMS 


he woman sitting opposite me on the +4 Powell bus is 
wearing a leather bomber jacket and stylized Armani 
glasses. Her fingers are crossed over the wooden handle 
of a corduroy shoulder bag. The words “PURL” and “KNIT” 
are tattooed across her knuckles in the same gothic 
lettering that Tupac Shakur used to tattoo “OUTLAW” 
on his forearm. I’m about to talk to someone who is, 
apparently, a gangster knitter. 


3 conducting an experiment designed One agency that collects data on subjective well-being is 
I m by Canada's top subjective well-being the World Values Survey Association (WVSA), a nonprofit 


researcher, Ur. John Helliwell. My collection of social scientists based in Stockholm. They 

assignment: to record my level of happiness and then claim to have polled over 350,000 people in countries 
get on a bus and initiate a conversation with a stranger. home to 90 percent of the world's population. Their 
When I get off the bus, I will record my happiness level survey, called the World Values Survey (wvs), asks 
again. Helliwell’s research has proven that the more respondents to gauge their life satisfaction. “All things 
positive social interactions we have, the higher our considered,” the survey asks, “how satisfied are you with 
happiness levels. To test this claim, I have decidedthat your life as a whole these days?” Through 250 cognitive 
my subjective happiness level is six out of ten. If Dr. and affect questions, scientific data and mathematical 
Helliwell is correct, a conversation with the gangster wizardry, the survey measures happiness on a four-point 
knitter will raise my happiness level to seven. scale, one being “very happy," two being “rather happy,” 

Ithrow my best “what's up?" look across the aisle, three being “not very happy” and four being “not at all 
but the gangster knitter's gaze, hooded by thick brown happy.” Helliwell and other researchers use this data to 
lashes, is fixed out the window. Her gaze drifts to the shed light on human behavior and society. The findings 
Full Throttle energy drink advertisement above my head, have even influenced public policy. 
to the floor, to the yellow safety bars near the back door. For simplicity's sake, I decided to use a ten-point 
I remember what Helliwell told me. “On a bus you think, scale (ten being high) instead of a four-point scale and 
‘I’m being nice to these people by not invading their clocked my own happiness level at six. As soon as I 
space.’ But research tells me that, in fact, if we shared started considering my own happiness, a red danger light 
a little more space, they'd be happier and ГА be happier. ^ whirred up in my head. I wanted my number to be higher 
So who's the loser?” than the world average (five). I wrote down a six not 

Ten minutes later, the bus pulls up to my stop. At the because I necessarily felt I was a six, but because six 
door I turn and say, “I like your tattoos." She removes was modestly, yet safely, above the world average. 


her iPod buds and looks up at me (hazel eyes. I love 
hazel eyes). “Thank you,” she says, a smile dancing at #7 NANAIMO STATION BUS, FEBRUARY 23 


the edges of her lips. As the bus pulls away from the Crossing north on Vancouver's Granville Bridge, I engage 
curb, I record a happiness level of seven into four different strangers in a conversation about our bus’s 
my logbook, | destination. “Do we turn right on West Pender or on 
West Hastings?” °! Amazingly, four people volunteer very 
HAPPINOMICS helpful answers. Two minutes later Pm learning about 


Dr. John Helliwell is the person who discovered the cash software interfacing from my delightful neighbor with 
value of job satisfaction. (It takes a 40 percent increase jet-black hair. My happiness level again blips up to 

in salary to counter balance a ten percent drop injob aseven. 

satisfaction). His research has also shown that. good 

governance is the most influential variable explaining | THE GREAT $20 EXPERIMENT 


happiness levels in different countries: the more “Defining happiness is like defining yellow,” explains 
trustworthy your government, the greater your chances University of British Columbia (usc) psychologist 
of being happy. *The social context of well-being," he Elizabeth Dunn. She's referencing Daniel Gilbert, 
tells me. "That's my schtick.” author of Stumbling on Happiness. *We all know what 
It all started back in the 1990s when Helliwell became yellow is," she continues. "Asked if this is yellow, we 

involved with the revolutionary field of social capital. can identify it. But asked to explain it, we get a little 
Unlike mainstream economics, which assumes that well- tongue-tied.” Psychologists approach the question of 
being can be sufficiently measured by the production tanking happiness levels very similarly to the wvs. “The 
and distribution of goods and services, well-being emotional component,” Dunn explains, “is how often 
researchers use direct measures of life satisfaction to do you experience positive feelings, and how often 
discover the importance of social as well as economic do you experience negative feelings?” The cognitive 
circumstances. Thus Helliwell and other students component asks, “looking at your life, how satisfied do 
of well-being ask, “How happy are individuals and you feel with it?” 
societies, and why?" In 2008 Dunn wanted to know if money could buy 

Hl nefore 1 wrote the seven, 1 experienced an increased heart rate, an increased bodytem- 811 should note that asking my subjects mundane questions was normally counterpro: 
perature and an observed opening of my sweat glands. These symptoms are also congru- ductive to my research. On a aa Powell ride, which had the atmosphere ofa funeral cha 
ent with increased anxiety and the surge of endorphins you experience after achievinga pel, I said, “quiet bus, huh?" to the one person without an iPod. He peered through me 
Perceived goal. Those symptoms were not duplicated in later experiments. Instead would апа then returned his gaze to his hands, which were lying unused on his lap. 


‘come to know the happiness level of seven by the pinprick of light left behind on my heart. 


happiness. She gave a group of usc students $5 or $20 
and instructed them to spend the money on themselves. 
She gave another group of students the same amount 
of money and told them to spend it on others, in what 
Dunn calls “pro-social spending.” The next morning, 
subjects were asked how happy they felt. Those who 
spent the money on others were overwhelmingly happier. 
(^ correlation study was conducted with people spending 
their own money and the results were congruent. The 
study is also being replicated in Uganda, and the authors 
expect similar findings.) “If you use your money to 
promote social goals,” Dunn explains, "it can make you 
happier." Dunn also found that the amount of money, 
85 or $20, is inconsequential. 

The really mind-boggling results came when 
participants were invited to predict the outcome of 
the survey. People thought that spending money on 
themselves would make them happier when, in fact, 
spending money on others is what makes them happier. 


99 B-LINE BUS, MARCH 14 
I'm sitting opposite a punk wearing a studded leather 
jacket, sporting a gelled Mohawk and reading Dante's 
Divine Comedy. He seems interesting, but I’m too afraid 
to talk to him, to tell him I like his hair or ask if the 
Divine Comedy is good. Then I notice this other guy in 
a ball cap and T-shirt trying to make eye contact with 
me. He looks like the kind of guy that rides buses looking 
for people to talk to. I ignore him and start reading the 
Richmond Automall advertisement above his head. The 
punk to my left pulls out a baggie of snap peas and 
starts eating them like potato chips. Then the man in the 
ball cap says, “snap peas?” “Yeah,” the punk answers. 
“That's a really good idea. I should do that sometime.” 
The punk looks up and they make eye contact. “They're 
amazing," says the punk. "They're so sweet. Sometimes, 
it's like I’m eating fruit." 

For the rest of the journey into East Vancouver, the 
guy throws me these glances from under his ball cap, 
inviting me into their conversation. What do I do? I focus 
my attention on the Richmond Automall advertisement. 
Why is it so hard to talk to strangers when research 
shows that it will make me happier? Why not risk a 
simple “hello” that could nudge me into the sevens? 

I suggest to Elizabeth Dunn that humans act 


counterintuitively in the chase for happiness. They spend 
money on themselves instead of each other. They sit 
quietly on buses instead of talking to their neighbors. 

“There are two different mental systems that underlie a 
lot of our behavior,” she explains. “So you can recognize 
onan intellectual level that you shouldn't eat lots of 
fatty foods and you should give a lot of money to charity, 
and then somehow you end up eating potato chips in 
front of your flat-screen TV. We recognize the value of 
something but we don't feel it. We don't internalize it." 


THE SOCIAL CAPITAL THEME SONG 
T revisit НеШмей to discuss my experiment. I tell him 
that even though my happiness consistently increased, 
I continue to struggle to start conversations with 
strangers on buses, to push myself beyond my baseline 
level of happiness to achieve that delicious seven, 
Helliwell smiles and tells me about a recent conference 
at Toronto's Massey College. He got on stage in front of 
hundreds of fellow economists and sang an a cappella 
version of what he and his friends call “the social 
capitalist theme song.” Without warning, he starts to 
sing: “The more we get together, the happier we'll be. 
Because your friends are my friends and my friends are 
your friends. The more ...” He stops mid-sentence and 
focuses on me from behind his metal-rimmed glasses. 
“If the audience just sits there like you are, grinning, then 
I stop. And I say, ‘You don't get it. The whole point is 
it’s not about me singing to you. It’s not about being 
amused, It’s not about being entertained. It’s about us 
singing the song together. It’s doing things together 
that makes us happy.” 





Back on the #4 Powell I realize that talking to the gangster 
knitter didn’t just make me happier, it probably made 

her happier as well. Happiness is symbiotic. There is 
movement at the front of the bus. A woman in ankle boots 
carrying an oxblood shoulder bag gets on and, despite the 
absence of the driver, she swipes her bus pass and the 
machine beeps. She is walking towards me. She might not 
know it yet, but we each have something the other wants. 


tan Bullock is a Vancouver freelance writer who is at work on his first novel. Lately 
his happiness levels have been blipping into the eights. 





The Creative Destruction of Neoclassical Economics 





© ANITA KUNZ 


It only takes one fresh idea to loosen the strangle- 
hold of an entrenched paradigm. Radical innova- 
tion can bring about the annihilation and rebirth 
of entire industries. Old empires crumble. More ef- 
ficient systems rise from the ashes. Without the pe- 
rennial gale of creative destruction, there can be no 
progress. This is the essence of Joseph Schumpeter's 


“creative destruction.” 


THE MOST IMPORTANT THING that the global financial 
crisis has done for economic theory is to show that 
neoclassical economics is not only wrong - it's dangerous. 
Neoclassical economics has contributed directly to 
the crisis by promoting a faith in the innate stability 
of a market economy, a false faith that has actually 
increased the financial system’s tendency to instability. 
Touting the dubious claim that all instability in the 
system can be traced to market interventions rather than 
the market itself, neoclassical economics championed 
the deregulation of finance and the dramatic increase 
in income inequality. Its equilibrium vision of the 
functioning of finance markets has led to the development 
of the very products that are now threatening the 
existence of capitalism itself. 
At the same time, neoclassical economics was 
distracting economists from the obvious signs of 





an impending crisis: the asset market bubbles and 

the mounting private debt that was financing them. 
Paradoxically, as capitalism's "perfect storm" began to 
gather, neoclassical macroeconomists were absorbed in 
smug self-congratulation over their apparent success in 
taming inflation and the trade cycle, a feat they like to 
call the “Great Moderation.” In 2004 Ben Bernanke, now 
the Chairman of the Federal Reserve, said: 

“The low-inflation era of the past two decades has seen 
not only significant improvements in economic growth 
and productivity but also a marked reduction in economic 
volatility, ... a phenomenon that has been dubbed the 
"Great Moderation.’ Recessions have become less frequent 
and milder, and ... volatility in output and employment 
has declined significantly ... The sources of the Great 
Moderation remain somewhat controversial, but ... there 
is evidence for the view that improved control of inflation 


has contributed in important measure to this welcome 
change in the economy ...” 

It is all very well to have economic theory dominated 
by an innate faith in the stability of markets when those 
markets are forever gaining - either by growth in the 
physical economy or rising prices in the asset markets. In 
those circumstances, neoclassical dissenters who align 
themselves with the post-autistic economics movement 
(PAECON) can rail about the logical inconsistencies іп 
mainstream economics all they want. During the good 
times, the government, business community and most 
ofthe public ignore their concerns because they don't 
appear to matter. Dissenters are, in fact, often dismissed 
as critics of capitalism or proponents of socialism because 
it seems to neoclassical economists - and to those outside 
academia - that they are attacking capitalism itself and 
not economic theory. “You think markets are unstable? 
Shame on you!" 

The story is entirely different when asset markets 
crash beneath a mountain of debt, and the ensuing fallout 
threatens to take the physical economy with it. Now, in 
light of the global financial crisis, it should be possible to 
appreciate the critics of neoclassical economics for what 
we really are: critics of a fundamentally false theory and 
tentative developers of a new, realistic analysis of the 
nature of capitalism - warts and all. 


CHANGING PEDAGOGY 

Given the present severity of the crisis, the urgent need 
to reform economic theory and education should be 
obvious. But though the "irresistible force" of the global 
financial crisis is indeed immense, so is the inertia of the 
"immovable object" of economic belief. 

Despite the ways in which the crisis has affected our 
everyday world, academic neoclassical economists will 
continue to teach from the same textbooks in 2009 and 
2010 that they used in 2008 and earlier (laziness will be 
as much a factor here as ideological commitment). Rebel 
economists will be emboldened enough to proclaim, “I 
told you so" in their non-core subjects, but in the core 
micro, macro and finance units it will be business as 
usual. Many undergraduate economics students in the 
coming years will sit gobsmacked as their lecturers recite 
textbook theory as if nothing extraordinarily different is 
taking place in the real economy. 

The same will happen in the academic journals. The 
editors of the American Economic Review and the Economic 
Journal are unlikely to convert to post-Keynesian 
economics, evolutionary economics or econophysics 
anytime soon, let alone be replaced by editors who 
are already practitioners of such unorthodox thought. 





The battle against entrenched neoclassical economic 
orthodoxy within academia promises to be long and hard, 
even though the discipline's failure is glaringly obvious to 
those in the outside world. 

It will be a difficult struggle mainly because 
neoclassical economists are genuinely naive about their 
role in causing the crisis. Instead they will attribute any 
failures to poor regulation and government intervention 
in the markets. Any aspects of the crisis that cannot 
be solely attributed to these causes will be covered by 
embellishing basic neoclassical theory. The subprimes 
scam, for example, will be easily explained by the theory 
of asymmetric information. 

Neoclassical economists seriously believe that far from 
the crisis calling for the abolition of their discipline, it 
actually calls for the theory to be more widely propagated. 
The idea that this financial crisis could require any 
change in what they do, let alone necessitate the rejection 
of neoclassical theory altogether, will strike them as 
completely incredible. 

In this sense, they are like the Maxwellian physicists 
about whom Max Planck remarked, “A new scientific 
truth does not triumph by convincing its opponents 
and making them see the light, but rather because its 
opponents eventually die, and a new generation grows up 
that is familiar with it.” 

But physics is charmed in comparison to economics, 
since it is inherently an empirical discipline. Planck's 
confidence that a new generation would take the place of 
the old was therefore well founded. But in economics, the 
neoclassical old guard will not only resist change, they 
may - if economic circumstances stabilize - give rise to a 
new generation that faithfully accepts their interpretation 
of the crisis. That's exactly how the Keynesian 
counterrevolution came about, and it’s the reason we are 
facing this crisis with an even more rabid neoclassicism 
than that which confronted Keynes in the 1930s. 

It is crucial that this crisis galvanizes student protest 
against the lack of debate within academic economics, 
Dissident academic economists will be unable to 
effect change without student bodies exerting massive 
pressure on the old guard. I was one of many students 
who protested against neoclassical economics in the 
early 1970s at Sydney University and campaigned for the 
establishment of a Political Economy Department. Were 
it not for student protests, the non-neoclassical staff at 
Sydney University would have had no chance at all of 
changing that department. 

And though we won that battle at Sydney University, 
we lost the war. The economic downturn of the mid-1970s 
allowed for the defeat of what Joan Robinson aptly called 


“Bastard Keynesianism” and ushered in its replacement: 
Friedman's “monetarism.” Our protests were also wrongly 
characterized as being essentially anti-capitalist. Though 
there were indeed many anti-capitalists within the 
political economy movement, the real target of student 
protest was a poor theory of how capitalism operates, 
not capitalism itself. 

Similar observations can be made about the PAECON 
movement, which began when student dissatisfaction 
with neoclassical economics in France spilled and ignited 
a worldwide movement. Though the movement's initial 
impact was substantial, neoclassical dominance of 
economic pedagogy continued unabated. PAECON persisted, 
but its relevance to the real economy wasn't appreciated 
because that economy appeared to be booming. Now that 
the global economy is in crisis, students need to regroup 
and pounce - they need to apply massive pressure in order 
to ensure that real change to economic pedagogy occurs. 

Pressure from business groups is also essential. To 
some degree, these groups naively believe that those who 
herald the virtues of the market system and argue on 
the side of business in disputes over income distribution 
are their allies while market critics are their enemies. I 
hope that this financial catastrophe will convince the 
business community that its true friends in the academy 
are those who understand the market system, whether 
they criticize or praise it. As much as we need students to 
revolt over the teaching of economics, we need business 
to bring pressure on academic economics departments to 
revise their curricula. 


CHANGING ECONOMICS 

The pedagogic pressure from students and the wider 
community has to be matched by the accelerated 
development of alternatives to neoclassical economics. 
Though we know much more today about the innate flaws 
in neoclassical thought than was known at the time of 
the Great Depression, the development of an alternative is 
stilla long way off. There are multiple alternative schools 
of thought extant - from post-Keynesian economics 

to evolutionary economics to behavioral economics to 
econophysics - but they're not yet developed to the point 
of providing a fully fledged alternative to neoclassical 
economics. 

But the fact that we do not yet have a viable alternative 
shouldn't dissuade us from dispensing completely with 
the neoclassical approach. We have to accept a period 
of turmoil and uncertainty in order to overcome flawed 
theory. Hanging on to parts of a failed paradigm simply 
because it has components that other schools lack would 
be a tragic mistake. It is from precisely such relics that 


a neoclassical vision could once again rise when (or if) the 
market economy emerges from this crisis. 

We need a rejection of neoclassical microeconomics in 
its entirety. An all-encompassing rejection was precisely 
what Keynes's revolution was missing. While Keynes tried 
to overthrow macroeconomic shibboleths like Say's Law, 
he continued to accept microeconomic concepts (such 
as perfect competition) and their unjustified projection 
into macroeconomic areas. He believed, for example, that 
the marginal productivity theory of income distribution, 
which is fundamentally a micro concept, applied at the 
macro level of wage determination. 

From this failure to expunge the microeconomic 
foundations of neoclassical economics from post- 

Great Depression theory arose the “microfoundations 

of macroeconomics" debate, which ultimately led to a 
model in which the economy is viewed as a single utility- 
maximizing individual blessed with perfect knowledge 
of the future. 

Fortunately, behavioral economics provides the 
beginnings of an alternative vision of how individuals 
operate in a market environment, while multi-agent 
modeling and network theory give us foundations for 
understanding group dynamics in a complex society. 
These approaches explicitly emphasize what neoclassical 
economics has evaded: that aggregation of heterogeneous 
individuals results in emergent properties of the 
group, which cannot be reduced to the behavior of any 

“representative individual." These approaches should 
replace neoclassical microeconomics completely. 

The changes to economic theory beyond the micro level 
involve a complete recanting of the neoclassical vision. 
The vital first step here is to abandon the obsession with 
equilibrium. 

The fallacy that dynamic processes must be modeled as 
if the system is in continuous equilibrium is probably the 
most important reason for the intellectual failure of neo- 
classical economics. Mathematics, science and engineering 
developed tools long ago to model outside of equilibrium 
processes. This dynamic approach to thinking about the 
economy should become second nature to economists. 

An essential pedagogic step here is to relegate the 
teaching of mathematical methods in economics to 
mathematics departments. Any mathematical training in 
economics, if it occurs at all, should come after students 
have at the very least completed course work in basic 
calculus, algebra and differential equations (the last being 
one about which most economists are woefully ignorant). 
This simultaneously explains why neoclassical economists 
obsess too much about proofs and why non-neoclassical 
economists, like those in the Circuit School, experience 


such difficulties in translating excellent verbal ideas 
about credit creation into coherent dynamic models of a 
monetary production economy. 

Neoclassical economics has effectively insulated itself 
from the great advances made in science and engineering 
over the last 40 years. This self-imposed isolation must 
come to an end. For while the concepts of neoclassical 
economics appear difficult, they are actually quaint 
in comparison to the sophistication evident in today's 
mathematics, engineering, computing, evolutionary 
biology and physics. In order to advance, economics 
must humbly submit to learning from disciplines that it 
has studiously ignored for so long. Some researchers in 
outside fields have called for the wholesale replacement of 
standard economics curricula, using at least the building 
blocks of modern thought inherent in other disciplines. In 
light of the catastrophe economists have visited upon the 
real world, those calls carry substantial weight. 


surmised over a century ago, the failure of economics 

to become an evolutionary science is the product of the 
optimizing framework of the underlying paradigm, which 
is inherently antithetical to the process of evolutionary 
change. This is the primary reason why the neoclassical 
mantra that the economy must be perceived as the 
outcome of the decisions of utility-maximizing individuals 
must be squarely rejected. 

Economics also has to become a fundamentally 
monetary discipline - from the consideration of how 
individuals make market decisions through to our 
understanding of macroeconomics. The myth of “the 
money illusion” (which can only be true in a world 
without debt) has to be immediately dispelled, while our 
macroeconomics have to reflect a monetary economy in 
which nominal magnitudes matter, precisely because they 
are the link between the value of current output and the 
financing of accumulated debt. The dangers of excessive 


“Important names that are conspicuously absent from modern economics 
courses-Karl Marx, Thorstein Veblen, John Maynard Keynes, Irving 
Fisher, Joseph Schumpeter, Hyman Minsky-should echo throughout 
the halls of universities around the world.” 


In response to a paper critical of trends in econophysics, 
for example, physicist Joe McCauley responded that, 
though some of the objections were valid, the problems 
in economics proper were far worse. He suggested that: 

'... the economists revise their curriculum and require 
that the following topics be taught: calculus through 

the advanced level, ordinary differential equations 
(including advanced), partial differential equations 
(including Green functions), classical mechanics through 
modern nonlinear dynamics, statistical physics, stochastic 
processes (including solving Smoluchowski and Fokker- 
Planck equations), computer programming (C, Pascal, etc.) 
and, for complexity, cell biology. Time for such classes 
can be obtained in part by eliminating microeconomics 
and macroeconomics classes from the curriculum. The 
students will then face a much harder curriculum and 
those who survive will come out ahead. So might society 
as a whole.” 

The economic theory that should eventually emerge 
from the rejection of neoclassical economics and the basic 
adoption of dynamic methods will come much closer 
to meeting Alfred Marshall's dictum that “the Mecca 
of the economist lies in economic biology rather than 
in economic dynamics.” As Thorstein Veblen correctly 


debt and deflation simply cannot be comprehended from 
a neoclassical perspective. 

The discipline must also become fundamentally 
empirical, in contrast to the faux empiricism of econo- 
metrics. By this I mean basing itself on the economic and 
financial data first and foremost - the collection and in- 
terpretation of which has been the hallmark of contribu- 
tions by econophysicists - and by respecting economic 
history, a topic that has been systematically expunged 
from economics departments around the world. It, along 
with a non-Whig approach to the history of economic 
thought, should be restored to the economics curricu- 
lum. Important names that are conspicuously absent from 
modern economics courses - Karl Marx, Thorstein Veblen, 
John Maynard Keynes, Irving Fisher, Michal Kalecki, 
Joseph Schumpeter, Hyman Minsky, Piero Sraffa and 
Richard Goodwin - should echo throughout the halls 
of universities around the world. 


Steve Keen is the Associate Professor of Economics and Finance at the University 
of Western Sydney and the author of Debunking Economics. Check out his 
blogs at www.debunkingeconomics.com and www.debtdeflation.com/blogs. 














Aliton Friedman. 
Iniversity of Chicago, 1976 


yriginal reasons for award: “Macroeconomics: for his 
chievements in the fields of consumption analysis, monetary 
istory and theory, and for his demonstration of the complexity 
/ stabilization policy: 


reason for recall: Friedman was the 20th century's most 
srominent supporter of laissez-faire capitalism, Whatever the 
smpirical evidence, he fervently believed that unregulated 
markets would lead to socially desirable outcomes. His naive 
belief in the invisible hand and his bias against government 
spending made him argue that government's role should be 
largely limited to that of policeman, judge and jailer. Friedman 
was a monetarist obsessed with controlling inflation who 
disregarded the social harm caused when monetary policy 
led to high unemployment levels. The application of his 
ideology has caused great harm around the 





laissez-faire 





world. 


Gary S. Becker 
University of Chicago, 1992 





Original reasons for award: “Microeconomics and Economic 
Sociology: for having extended the domain of microeconomic 
analysis to a wide range of human behavior and interaction, 
including nonmarket behavior." 


Reason for recall: We have concluded that Becker's efforts. 
to extend rational choice theory into all aspects of human 
activity turned out to be the extension of defective and highly 
ideological theory, which led to flawed policies and needless 
harm. His models were based on assuming that all individuals 
are always rational and that they constantly seek to maximize 
their utility in every aspect of their lives and ignored a host 
of factors that contribute to social problems. Noted feminist 
‘economist Barbara Bergmann has described Becker's claims 









as “so preposterous that there is not much danger of their 
being believed and acted on ~ always excepting the committee 
that awards Nobel Prizes in Economics.” With this recall, we 
demonstrate that we will no longer allow ourselves to be duped 
by absurd theory dressed up in elegant math. 


Robert M. Solow 
Massachusetts Institute of Technology, 1987 |” 


Original reasons for award: "Economic Growth Theory: for his. 
contributions to the theory of economic growth." 


Reason for recall: Since we awarded Solow the prize, it has 
become abundantly clear that his growth model was so 
simplistic that it was highly misleading. His model explained 
growth by assuming that only capital and labor inputs and 
technical progress were relevant, and it failed to include 
natural resources or energy - as if cars could be made out of 
tools, workers and knowledge, but without any steel, rubber 
or fossil fuels. Solow thereby sent economics down a blind 
alley that has misled economists and politicians into failing to 
understand that growing economies imply growing demands 
‘on the biosphere and worsening environmental degradation. To 
this day, neoclassical growth models inspired by Solow remain 
fatally flawed from a biophysical perspective. 





we grab the old-school practitioners 
by the scruffs of their necks 
and throw them out of power. 


Neither crashes, crises nor failures of prediction 
necessarily impel economists in the direction of 
realism. One likely reaction to the current downturn 
is that we should try harder to develop better models. 
Perhaps we should, but we must also learn the vital 
lesson that models on their own are never enough. 

A better understanding of our current predicament 
must also come from a much fuller appreciation 

of both economic history and the history of ideas 

in economics. What is required is a wholesale 
revitalization of the culture within the economics 
profession. 

The June 2000 protest of French students is as 
relevant as ever before. They objected to the use of 
mathematics as “an end in itself" and to dogmatic 
teaching styles that leave no place for critical and 
reflective thought. They petitioned in favor of 
engagement with empirical and concrete economic 
realities and for a plurality of theoretical approaches. 

To understand the current economic crisis, we 
have to look at both economic history and the history 
of economic thought. To understand how economics 
has taken a wrong turn we have to appreciate work 
in the philosophy of economics and the relationship 


between economics and ideology. These unfashionable 
discourses have to be brought back into the center of 
the economic curricula and rehabilitated as vital areas 
of enquiry. 

Unless mainstream economics takes heed of 
these warnings and proves its relevance for the 
understanding of the most severe crisis of the capitalist 
system since the 1930s, then it will be doomed to 
irrelevance. My suggestion is that a world protest 
of academic, student and business economists be 
organized to drive home this point. To avoid dismissal 
as yet another heterodox whinge, this protest has to 
be led by high-ranking economists who are concerned 
about the direction of our subject. I would like to put 
this issue at the top of our agenda. 


Geoffrey M. Hodgson is a Research Professor in 
Business Studies at the University of Hertfordshire in 
England. He is the author of over 12 academic books 
and over 100 articles in academic journals. His website 
is www.geoffrey-hodgson.info. 


"How Should the Collapse of the World Financial System. 
Affect Economics?” Real-World Economics Review, No. 48. 
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Some intellectual paradigms are so insular, so incestuous and so 
thoroughly rigid that they will resist and suppress any and all calls for 
major change, regardless of the actual merit of those changes. But this 
resistance cannot be maintained forever. There comes a day when even 
the most hopelessly autistic of disciplines is overwhelmed by its own 
inadequacies - from every corner. When such a day comes, the discipline 
is recast in a cataclysmic blaze. 

Neoclassical economics is one such paradigm. At this moment, 
small groups of economics students in a handful of influential universities 
are triggering visceral debate by calling for an end to the hermetic 
formalism of economic thought. They are calling for a whole new 
economics - a true-cost economics, a post-autistic economics, an 
ecological economics. And amid the looming disappearance of petroleum, 
the collapse of supposedly renewable resources and the devastatingly 
Violent responses against global economic injustice, 
their voices are growing louder. 
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Рор 
Nihilism 


Advertising Lats Itself 





nyone presently employed within 
this giant glob of microchips, 
paper, ink and transistor tubes 
commonly referred to as “the 
media" knows just how drastic 
the implications of the recession 
have become. 
Snark blogs are aglow with schadenfreude that revels 
in the desperation spilling forth from the tweets of 
recent media redundancies. Network television, maga- 
zines and newspapers are all under threat because the 
credit crisis has shaken loose the lynchpin that keeps 
commercial media afloat: advertising. 

Penny-pinching, cheeseburger-wolfing consumers 
are spending less and are enjoying more free online 
content. That much we all know. As a result, corporate 
ad budgets have been slashed, setting off a line of col- 
lapsing dominoes that is triggering the implosion of 
mass media. 

Soup kitchen lines are filling up with copywriters 
and journalists alike, and everybody is searching for 
an answer: a monetary messiah to deliver them from 
this catastrophe. Amid all the clamor, infighting and 
vitriol, the following opinion was voiced: 

“Advertising is failure.” 
An innocent, economically structured sentence com- 





prised of two nouns and a verb. But these words will 


elicit a genuine response from even the most resolute, 
square-jawed, Glenlivet-sippingadman. He n 
let out an unscripted cringe, blush or scoff. 

The sentence was articulated by none other than 
Jeff Jarvis, blogger, Guardian columnist and revered 
media consultant, who qualified it by saying: “If you 
have a great product or service, customers sell for you 





~ you don't need to advertise.” 





Anyone emotionally invested in advertising will im- 
mediately discount the idea that “advertisin, 
as preposterous and asinine, But the logic of "advertis- 
ing is failure” speaks not only to the quality of a con- 
sumer product but precisely to the crisis at hand: the 
more a media outlet is reliant on ad revenue, the more 
susceptible it is to failure. 

But for many who work within the industry, adver- 
tising is not economy or media-specific. It shouldn't 
yield to the ebb and flow of the boom/bust cycle. It is 
a philosophical absolute, a cultural imperative that 
corresponds to the very core of our being. But for the 
average Joe and Jane, it is a nuisance, a senseless an- 





failure” 








noyance and, arguably, one of the key contributors to 
the financial meltdown. 

So what if Jarvis's statement is more pertinent than 
it is provocative? What if advertising does, at its core, 
represent some sort of structural failure? 

In order to answer this question we need to 


understand how mass media came to depend on ad- 
vertising and how we, as citizens of capitalist democ- 
racies, came to accept the amount of advertising we 
consume today as normal. 

Modern advertising is primarily an American in- 
vention that got its start in early 18th-century newspa- 
pers. The first print ads were placed in dailies like the 
Boston News-Letter and the Virginia Gazette. The ads 
were typically text, although some were accompanied 
by illustrations. The standard ad listed information 
about new produets, property sales or descriptions of 
runaway slaves and reward details. 

It wasn't until after WWI that the ad industry came 
into its own. Following the collapse of rgth-century 
empires, a progressive middle-class began to emerge 
across the new America. New products were beginning 
to appear in the marketplace, and a new medium was 
needed in order to distinguish brands from one and 
other. Consumerism was a fresh phenomenon. The 
consumer, pockets flush with money, happily embraced 
the dawn of modernity and the conveniences of mass 
consumption. 

By the mid-1920s agency copywriters had already 
figured out howto appeal to the more psychologically 
complex aspects of consumer choice: print ads began 
to prey on the individual's fear of social failure, and 
radio announcers told tales of how their competitors’ 
products would lead to illness. Unchecked by any sort 
of regulatory body, advertising agencies had the free- 
dom to pitch whatever worked best. Over the span of 
justa fewyears, advertisers successfully convinced the 
great unwashed to brush their teeth regularly, rinse 
with mouthwash and smoke as many cigarettes as hu- 
manly possible. 





“time for a break” 


The business community was the first to acknowledge 
advertising’ effectiveness, and the industry experi- 
enced unprecedented growth. Billboards were erected 
en masse, and print media was flooded with spurious 
claims, poetic copy and outlandish promises. The 
American айтап became the vanguard of modernity, 
molding popular taste and defining trends, as skyserap- 
ers were rapidly erected around his chiseled vision of 
mass consumption. 

Unverified and often absurd pseudoscience became 
the norm. The Lucky Strike Dance Orchestra was the 
hottest pop-music radio show on the planet, and ev- 
erybody cheerfully lit up to celebrate the good times. 
Coca-Cola, previously marketed as a medicinal elixir, 
began promoting itself asa "fun food." 

The economy was booming, and ad agency media 
purchases allowed magazines, newspapers and radio 
stations to expand their audience and, in turn, deliver 
larger markets to advertisers. It was the beginning 
of a symbiotic relationship between advertising and 
media. 

These were the halcyon days of the American oligar- 
chy, when business interests trumped all facets of com- 
munications and government. Indebted to ad revenue, 
the news media was quick to adopt the values of the 
corporations they promoted. But as more ads started 
to pop up, marketing a wide variety of superfluous 
products under terms ranging from vague to vulgar, 
a grassroots anti-advertising movement began to per- 
colate across the nation. Advertising was, after all, still 
anovel force in the public consciousness. 

In 1927 Your Money's Worth: A Study in the Waste of 
the Consumer's Dollar by Stuart Chase and F.J. Schlink 
became a bestseller within weeks of publication. The 
authors’ take on the nature of advertising sent shock- 
waves of alarm through the burgeoning advertising 
establishment. 

“Consider the sheer superfluity of certain kinds of 
goods which this forcing of turnover entails. We are 
deluged with things which we do not wear, which we 
lose, which go out of style, which make unwelcome 
presents for our friends, which disappear anyhow ~ 
fountain pens, cigar lighters, cheap jewelry, patent 
pencils, mouth washes, key rings, Mahjong sets, auto- 
mobile accessories - endless jiggers and doodads and 
contrivances. Here the advertiser plays on the essen- 
tial monkey within us, and uses up mountains of good 


iron ore and countless sturdy horse power to fill a few 
months later - the wagon of the junk man." 

On the eve of the 1929 stock market crash, ad spend- 
ing had inflated up to three-and-a-half billion dollars 
per year, cementing the айтат place as the defin- 
ingforce in American culture. But on the morning of 
Black Tuesday, as police began to clean up the freshly- 
splattered corpses wrought by the panic of economic 
collapse, the adman's fortunes took a profound turn 
for the worse. 

The crash triggered an abrupt decline across the 
board and the industry lost more than half its revenue 
by 1935. The crash also served to catalyze the emerging 
anti-advertising movement. Thinkers like Chase and 
Schlinkdevelopeda scientific approach to combating 
deceptive advertising and urged the public and govern- 
ment to take a critical stance against the promotion of 
overconsumption. Militant consumer organizations 
sprang up, and people from all walks of life came to- 
gether and formed a broad voice to contest Wall Street 
and Madison Avenue's collective failure. 





“fancy a snack?" 


Around the same time, Dell publishing launched 
Ballyhoo magazine, which lampooned the gaudy and 
obnoxious nature of the roaring 20s advertising style. 
The first issue of Ballyhoo, which contained no ads, 
sold 120,000 copies in just two days. The parody mag 
reached a circulation of one-and-a-half million within 
its first five months. Coinciding with the popular out- 
rage toward America's ad nauseam, Ballyhoo made a 
mockery of the industry and its shill. 

A deepening public distrust, coupled with the fear 
that advertising had become nothing more than a big 
joke to the average consumer, compelled industry lead- 
ers to lash out at its critics. Ad execs mobilized expen- 
sive PR campaigns and accused the movement's key 


figures of being communist and anti-American. The 
debate raged throughout the depression, culminat- 
ing in the passing of laws such as the Wheeler-Lea Act, 
which limited the amount of deception an agency could 
inject into its ad spots. 

The industry's public image was in tatters, and the 
adman's ability to persuade had been significantly sub- 
verted. It seemed as if it was only going to get worse, 
but then, out of thin air, a stroke of luck; The Japanese 
sneakattack on Pearl Harbor thrust America into World 
War II. The downtrodden suits of Madison Avenue saw 
nothing but a silver lining to the dark clouds that sur- 
rounded the Hawaiian islands. 





“smell like desire” 


Strategy-minded admen capitalized on the war as an 
opportunity to market their industry as a force for good 
to both the governmentand the public. Agency heads 
argued that advertising was а “keystone of American 
values” and that any attacks leveled against it were 
synonymous with enemy sentiment. The war wasn't 
justa battle between the Axis and Allies, it encapsu- 
lated a broader struggle between totalitarianism and 
all-American free enterprise. 

Immediately after the US joined the war, leading 
agencies grouped together and offered their services, 
free of charge, to the domestic information program. 
The War Advertising Council was created in March 
of 1942, and the agencies involved contributed more 
than 100 campaigns to the war effort at an estimated 
cost of one billion dollars. Posters depicting consumer 
splendor were stripped down and replaced with para- 
noid and patriotic pleas for money and stern requests 
for hard work and self-control on behalf of the nation. 
Slogans like “Rationing Gives You Your Fair Share” and 

“To Dress Extravagantly In War Time is Unpatriotic" 





dotted city streets. A medium that just a year before 
had become a laughing stock was now the primary 
codifier of moral behavior. 

And with that the anti-advertising movement was 
sabotaged and rendered anti-American. The Marlboro- 
smoking GI had defeated the face of evil, and through 
the destruction of their enemies, America embraced 
the pro-corporate “brand America” peddled to the 
public by the same minds who sold them their war 
bonds. Through four years of effective propaganda 
campaigning, agency luminaries were able to posi- 
tion their medium as an acceptable form of persuasion, 
and anyone who contested its legitimacy was labeled 
pinko scum. 

‘The last major attempt to derail the advancement of 
advertising's predominance was made by former adman 
turned academic William Benton in 1945. 

Benton proposed that the Federal Communications 
Commission (FCC) establish a number of ad-free, sub- 
scription-based radio stations to compete with ad-f und- 
ed commercial stations. He argued that advertising 
was destroying the quality of on-air content and that 
this would be more in tune with the American spirit of 
competition. Benton's proposal was denounced by the 
likes of the New York Times, NBCand CBS who alleged 
that it was “undemocratic.” The proposal, however, was 
withdrawn before it could be approved, as Benton ac- 
cepted the position of assistant secretary of state with 
the US government. Admen everywhere breathed a 
sigh of relief. 

The era from 1945 onwards came to be known as 

“the golden age of advertising,” Upon repatriation, the 
battle-weathered GI - always with a smoke in hand, 
was transformed into Leo Burnett's Marlboro Man - 
a big idea straight from the subconscious of the Old 
West. Patriotic and masculine, the iconic cowboy with 
a longhorn hanging from his lip was plastered onto 
billboards far and wide across the great American 
landscape: road signs pointing the consumer toward 
utopia on a highway with no end. 

By 1964, just 19 years after the Nazis disbanded, 
Hitler's Volkswagen became a hit with the hip, free- 
wheeling youth, thanks to a minimalist campaign that 
presented the “people's car" asarevolutionary vehicle 
for anew generation of automobile consumers. 

Ad agencies had mastered the ability to sell the 
American consumer products that they had never heard 


ofand had no real need for. This was the cunning genius 
of advertising. In the words of David Ogilvy, perhaps 
the most successful adman of all time: 

“I do not regard advertising as entertainment or an 
art form, but as a medium of information. When I write 
an advertisement, I don't want you to tell me that you 
find it ‘creative. Iwant you to find it so interesting that 
you buy the product.” 

And buy the product we did. The jaws of western civi- 
lization became unhinged and with advertising defin- 
ingour desires, we let four decades of plastic-wrapped 

"new" slide down our collective gullet, From Cool Whip 
to custom cheeseburgers, Ogilvy's philosophy of the 

“big idea" - and its myriad bastardizations - served 
as the blueprint for the mechanisms our entire socio- 
economic machinery grew to depend on. 

That is, until it failed... again. 





"kill the pain” 


ike an unsavory remake of a classic Hollywood 
L blockbuster, the drama of 1929 is being rerun 
right before our eyes: Main Street is broke, Wall 

Street is the villain, and Madison Avenue is in crisis. 
But here's the twist: in 1929 mass media and its off- 
shoot, the mass market, were just coming into exis- 





tence. In 2009 we're seeing the first major signals of 
their collapse. 

In the new media environment, the consumer is 
bound by nothingand controls everything. We've crept 
out of the living room - away from the creature com- 
forts of four-channel nuclear families, vacuum tubes 
and TV dinners - into the vast, dark wilderness of the 
Internet. We've become roving vagabonds and pirates 
who create media justas easily as we consume and dis- 
pense with it. 


The anti-advertising hostility that broke out during 
the depression has re-emerged, this time as a passive 
dismissal. Rather than spending thousands of hours 
working to form a grassroots revolution, all we need 
nowisa simple wave of the hand ora twitch of the finger 
to negate the pervasive gawp of the ad biz. 

This is a direct assault on the power of advertising, 
which is rooted in force and persuasion. In the past, if 
you wanted to consume media you were forced to deal 
with advertising's attempts to persuade. But as cities 
begin to shed their billboards in favor of cleaner aesthet- 
ics (Sao Paulo, Xi'An, Quebec City), and we move from 
ad-saturated commercial media to the laptop, attempts 
at coercion are in vain. Unlike the television viewer, the 
Internet user has been conditioned to distrust online 
advertising from the beginning, due to its association 
with viruses and overall desktop dysfunction. 

Not only have these shifts in how we consume media 
undermined the effectiveness of advertising, the in- 
dustry itself has given up on its traditional models in 
pursuit of an abstract preoccupation with “creativity.” 
While the word “creative” has long served as advertis- 
ing rhetoric, it wasn'tuntil recently that the industry's 
ability to self-promote eclipsed its natural repellant, 
and ad agencies became desirable employers for young 
creatives. 

George Orwell once said, "advertising is the rattling 
ofa stick inside a swill bucket." But due to the work of 
agencies like Wieden + Kennedy or Crispin Porter + 
Bogusky (СРВ), such statements simply don't speak to 
today's creative twentysomethings, who see advertis- 
ing asa pure venue for their ability. 





“ce nest pas un cheeseburger” 


But creativity is not a force that you can use to schlep 
superfluous objects to uninterested consumers - that 
requires repetition, persuasion and the power of mass 
media. True creativity is inherently destructive, and 
truly creative individuals always, without exception, 
seek to destroy the mediums they work within. 

With the influx of creatives into the industry, agen- 
cies have opened their doors to an intellectual insur- 
gency, every innovation pushing the medium closer to 
the edge. This is the essence of Joseph Schumpeter's 

“creative destruction” save one critical difference: rather 
than supplanting outdated companies, the creative de- 
structionists of advertising will force their medium into 
oblivion. This is the birth of advertising's Dada era. 

If Ogilvy were alive, he would surely be cursing to- 
day's creatives as nihilists: young turks hell-bent on 
annihilating the nobility of a medium that defined 
consumer civilization for the greater part of the last 
century. They are nihilistic not only because they seek 
to destroy the meaning of advertising but also because 
they believe that good advertising need not be a force of 
repetition, that it can bring about popularity through 
quality content alone 

These "pop-nihilists" don't want to sell boring shit 
to an emaciated class of brain-dead plebs - they want 
to create engaging content that inspires dialog be- 
tween individuals and the brands they connect with, 
and they want to do it in an interesting, artful manner 
that doesn't insult your intelligence. 

While this position overlooks the inane bleakness 
of what “brand dialog” saysabout those who engage in 
it and the inherently destructive nature of consumer 
capitalism, itis nonetheless an abrupt departure from 
advertising's traditional function: repetitive persua- 
sion. And this is where the scruffy, blog-brained twen- 
tysomething creative begins to take on the profile of 
asaboteur. 

Radical creatives who have entered the industry 
within the last few years tend to have little or no faith 
in the viability of "BDAs" (big dumb agencies). They 
view the established order as antiquated and staffed 
by frauds and has-beens, old-media curmudgeons who 











still watch television and don't take the remix revolu- 
tion seriously. 

They acknowledge that advertising has been out- 
moded by Google, PR, and social media and is now be- 
coming irrelevant to both the client and the consumer. 


In an age where we can instantly access the resources we 
need, attempts by advertisers to obnoxiously force brand 
presence into our lives comes off as a desperation tactic. 

This abrupt shift in thinking has caused ad agencies to 
divide alongdemographic lines- those favoring the mass 
market and traditional client service, versus progressive 
creative agencies that embrace chaos. The former will die 
a death of natural causes, going the way of the Betamax, 
becoming little more than landfill like the Walkmen 
and Furbies of yore. On the other hand, the creatives 
will segue into a situation that can best be described as 
cannibalistic. 





"so fresh, so clean" 


Case in point: recent Burger King campaigns by industry 
leader CP+B. The firm has executed a string of inflamma- 
tory television and web spots involving Burger King that 
has caused an uproar within the blogosphere and tradi- 
tional newsmedia, generating millions of dollars of free 
PR for their client. 

One such campaign, "Whopper Sacrifice 
Facebook users were rewarded a free Whopper for deleting 
ten friends from their account, has been the most precise 
incidence of "pop nihilism" to date. The underlying prem- 
ise of the campaign was that the majority of one's relation- 
ships are expendable, the Whopper serving as a material 
excuse to manifest this belief. The Whopper's presence in 
the campaign was purely symbolic. The true appeal of the 
sacrifice was not the faux-nourishment of a hamburger, but 
for participants to relish in the misanthropic destruction 
of the social contract. 

These campaigns are intentionally polemic - eliciting 


in which 





disgust in many, while others feel compelled to come to 
their defense. СР.В have torn a page right out of Ballyhoo 
in the sense that they aren't selling hamburgers, they are 
selling the spectacle of advertising s demise. Agencies who 


take this route and profit from its fleeting popularity will 
go down in history as advertising's robber barons, those 
who cashed in on the medium's social capital before it went 
bankrupt - signifying the moment advertising realized its 
own mortality and began to eat itself. 

As the industry nears its 100,000th post-recession layoff, 
dragging newspapers, magazines and television down with 
it, it's become apparent that selling ad space is an unsus- 





tainable revenue model for media as a whole. It is from the 
chaosof this moment that the relationship between content 
and capital will be defined for generations to come. Either 
quality content and valuable journalism will prevail, ora 
failing ad industry will survive by cannibalizing faltering 
media outlets: pitting the sponsored versus the authentic 
inadeathmatch for attention, relevance and the almighty 
dollar. 





Douglas Haddow works as a freelance writer and creative 
consultant in Vancouver, BC. He worked in advertising when 
he was in his mid-twenties but realized he liked to sleep in. Не 
is now in his mid-to-late twenties and blogs at PBLKS.com. 





“the anomie of thirst” 


US AD EXPENDITURES (IN BILLIONS) 
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Our skin is as soft as it can possibly be. Our carpets are 
fresh, our teeth are white, and our erectile dysfuncion is 
Under control. The Gatorade is in us, the Gucci is on us, 
and we're taking our pills for restless legs. Our moms 
have chosen Jif, we're obeying our thirst, and the M&M's 
are safely melting in our mouths, not in our hands. And 
yes, we dare wear short shorts. But we've hit the peak. 
We're supersaturated. We've reached critical mass. One 
more marketing hit and it will all come tumbling down. 
And there we'll lie, at the bottom of the graph — an oozing 
mass of melting chocolate and restless legs. 








PEAK AD 
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The Islam vs. West clash of civilizations is an 
all-out fight to the finish between two ap- , 
proaches, two philosophies, two radically 
different ways of living in this world. One 

is based on secular materialism, the other 


on religious piety. The steady flow of erotic 
titillation that seeps from every orifice of 
‘Western culture is, for the devout Muslim, 
an affront to the very idea of a life centered 
on faith — a kind of spiritual death. 





[pimp] 





What can be more filthy than our respectable, hierarchical 

| world of middle-class civilization and cleanliness, with its 
smooth Western facade hiding the most awful debauchery 
of thought, feeling, attitude and actions, or at the very best a 
cheerless and aimless emptiness. 


Mikhail Bakunin 








PHOTOS BY ROBIN GRAVEN-MILNE 


Tbe Spirit of Revolt 


There are periods in the life of human society when revolution becomes an 
imperative necessity, when it proclaims itself as inevitable. New ideas germinate 
everywhere, seeking to force their way into the light, to find an application in life. 
These ideas are opposed by the inertia of those whose interest it is to maintain the 
old order; they suffocate in the stifling atmosphere of prejudice and traditions. The 
accepted ideas of the constitution of the state, of the laws of social equilibrium, of 
the political and economic interrelations of citizens, can hold out no longer against 
the implacable criticism which is daily undermining them... Political, economic and 
social institutions are crumbling. The social structure, having become uninhabitable, 
is hindering, even preventing, the development of seeds which are being propagated 
within its damaged walls and being brought forth around them. 

The need for a new life becomes apparent. The code of established morality, 
that which governs the greater number of people in their daily life, no longer seems 
sufficient. What formerly seems just is now felt to be a crying injustice. The morality 
of yesterday is today recognized as revolting immorality. The conflict between new 
ideas and old traditions flames up in every class of society... the popular conscience 
rises up against the scandals which breed amidst the privileged and leisured, 
against the crimes committed in the name of “the law of the stronger,” or in order 





to maintain these privileges. Those who long for the triumph of justice, those who 
would put new ideas into practice, are soon forced to recognize that the realization 
of their generous, humanitarian and regenerating ideas cannot take place in a society 
thus constituted. They perceive the necessity of a revolutionary whirlwind which 
will sweep away all this rottenness, revive sluggish hearts with its breath and bring 
to mankind that spirit of devotion, self-denial and heroism, without which society 
sinks through degradation and vileness into complete disintegration. 

In periods of frenzied haste toward wealth, of feverish speculation and of 
crisis, of the sudden downfall of great industries and the ephemeral expansion of 
other branches of production, of scandalous fortunes amassed in a few years and 

~ dissipated as quickly, it becomes evident that the economic institutions which control 

production and exchange are far from giving to society the prosperity which they 
are supposed to guarantee. They produce precisely the opposite result, Instead of 
order they bring forth chaos; instead of prosperity, poverty and insecurity; instead 
of reconciled interests, war - a perpetual war of the exploiter against the worker, of 
exploiters and of workers among themselves. Human society is seen to be splitting 
more and more into two hostile camps, and at the same time to be subdividing 
into thousands of small groups waging merciless war against each other. Weary of 
these wars, weary of the miseries which they cause, society rushes to seek a new 
organization. It clamors loudly for a complete remodeling of the system of property 
ownership, of production, of exchange all economic relations which spring from it. 

The machinery of government, entrusted with the maintenance of the existing 
order, continues to function, but at every turn of its deteriorated gears, it slips and 
stops. Its working becomes more and more difficult, and the dissatisfaction caused 
by its defects grows continuously. Every day gives rise to a new demand. “Reform 
this,” “Reform that,” is heard from all sides. “War, finance, taxes, courts, police, 
everything would have to be remodeled, reorganized, established on a new basis,” 
say the reformers. And yet all know that it is impossible to make things over, to 
remodel anything at all because everything is interrelated; everything would have 
to be remade at once. And how can society be remodeled when it is divided into 
two openly hostile camps? To satisfy the discontented would be only to create new 
malcontents. 

Incapable of undertaking reforms, since this would mean paving the way 
for revolution, and at the same time too impotent to be frankly reactionary, the 
governing bodies apply themselves to half-measures which can satisfy nobody, and 
only cause new dissatisfaction. The mediocrities who, in such transition periods, 
undertake to steer the ship of state, think of but one thing: to enrich themselves 
against the coming debacle. Attacked from all sides they defend themselves 
awkwardly, they evade, they commit blunder upon blunder and they soon succeed 


in cutting the last rope of salvation. They drown the prestige of the government in 
ridicule, caused by their own incapacity. 
Such periods demand revolution. It becomes a social necessity; the situation itself 


is revolutionary. 

When we study in the works of our greatest historians the genesis and development 
of vast revolutionary convulsions, we generally find under the heading “The Cause of 
the Revolution” a gripping picture of the situation on the eve of events. The misery 
of the people, the general insecurity, the vexatious measures of the government, the 








odious scandals laying bare the immense vices of society, the new ideas struggling 

to come to the surface and repulsed by the incapacity of the supporters of the former 
regime - nothing is omitted. Examining this picture, one arrives at the conviction 
that the revolution was indeed inevitable, and that there was no other way out than 
by the road of insurrection.... But, berween this pacific arguing and insurrection or 
revolt, there is a wide abyss — that abyss which, for the greatest part of humanity, lies 
between reasoning and action, thought and the will to act. How has this abyss been 
bridged? ... How was it that words, so often spoken and lost in the air like the empty 
chiming of bells, were changed in actions? 

The answer is easy. Action. The continuous action, ceaselessly renewed, of 
minorities brings about this transformation. Courage, devotion, the spirit of sacrifice, 
are as contagious as cowardice, submission and panic. 

What forms will this action take? All forms — indeed, the most varied forms, 
dictated by circumstances, temperament and the means at disposal. Sometimes tragic, 
sometimes humorous, but always daring; sometimes collective, sometimes purely 
individual, this policy of action will neglect none of the means at hand, no event 
of public life, in order to keep the spirit alive, to propagate and find expression for 
dissatisfaction, to excite hatred against exploiters, to ridicule the government and 
expose its weakness and above all and always, by actual example, to awaken courage 
and fan the spirit of revolt. 

When a revolutionary situation arises in a country, before the spirit of revolt is 
sufficiently awakened in the masses to express itself in violent demonstrations in the 
streets or by rebellions and uprisings, it is through action that minorities succeed in 
awakening that feeling of independence and that spirit of audacity without which no 
revolution can come to a head. 





Men of courage, not satisfied with words, but ever searching for the means to 
transform them into action - men of integrity for whom the act is one with the idea, 
for whom prison, exile and death are preferable to a life contrary to their principles, 
intrepid souls who know that it is necessary to dare in order to succeed - these are the 
lonely sentinels who enter the battle long before the masses are sufficiently roused to 
raise openly the banner of insurrection and to march, arms in hand, to the conquest 
of their rights... Whoever has a slight knowledge of history and a fairly clear head 
knows perfectly well from the beginning that theoretical propaganda for revolution 
will necessarily express itself in action long before the theoreticians have decided that 
the moment to act has come. 

Nevertheless the cautious theoreticians are angry at these madmen, they 
excommunicate them, they anathematize them. But the madmen win sympathy, the 
mass of the people secretly applaud their courage and they find imitators... Acts of 
illegal protest, of revolt, of vengeance, multiply. 

Indifference from this point on is impossible... By actions which compel general 
attention, the new idea seeps into people’s minds and wins converts... Above all, 
it awakens the spirit of the revolt: it breeds daring... The people observe that the 
monster is not so terrible as they thought; they begin dimly to perceive that a few 
energetic efforts will be sufficient to throw it down. Hope is born in their hearts, 
and let us remember that if exasperation often drives men to revolt, it is always 
hope - the hope of victory — which makes revolutions. 

The government resists; it is savage in its repressions. But, though formerly 


persecution killed the energy of the oppressed, now, in periods of excitement, it 
produces the opposite result. It provokes new acts of revolt, individual and collective. 
Tc drives the rebels to heroism, and in rapid succession these acts spread, become 
general, develop. The revolutionary party is strengthened by elements, which up to 
this time were hostile or indifferent to it. The general disintegration penetrates into 
the government, the ruling classes, the privileged. Some of them advocate resistance 
to the limit; others are in favor of concessions; others, again, go so far as to declare 
themselves ready to renounce their privileges for the moment, in order to appease the 
spirit of revolt, hoping to dominate again later on. The unity of the government and 
the privileged class is broken. 

The ruling class may also try to find safety in savage reaction. But it is now too 
late; the battle only becomes more bitter, more terrible, and the revolution which 
is looming will only be more bloody. On the other hand, the smallest concession of 
the governing classes, since it comes too late, since it has been snatched in struggle, 
only awakes the revolutionary spirit still more. The common people, who formerly 
would have been satisfied with the smallest concession, observe now that the enemy 
is wavering, They foresee victory, they feel their courage growing, and the same men 
who were formerly crushed by misery and were content to sigh in secret, now lift 
their heads and march proudly to the conquest of a better future. 

Finally, the revolution breaks out, the more terrible as the preceding struggles 
were bitter. 


The Spirit of Revolt, Pyotr Kropotkin, 1880. 





| was wandering the halls of a Russian art exhibition when | caught a 
glimpse of it from a distance: Kasimir Malevich's unmistakable Black Square 
- that immutable monolith that emits only the light of its own abstract 
perfection. As | eagerly descended on what I'd always seen as the absolute 
manifestation of Western nihilism, | saw something in the yawning canvas 
that shocked me to the core: variation. The Black Square was not the cold 
mathematical expression of flawlessness I'd spent my life believing it to be. 
Contained within those borders of pure geometric precision was a messy, 
chaotic blur of unadulterated anarchic exuberance. —KL 





[THE TERROR WITHIN] 
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Why do you maintain a complex network of 700 military 
encampments in 130 countries? Why do you spend more 
on your military than all the other nations of the world 
combined? Is this your way of ensuring that no nation — 
friendly or hostile — can ever challenge you militarily? 
Oris it your way of distracting the world's attention 
from the myriad incursions, invasions, coups and 
occupations that you've pulled off over the past hundred 
years? To say nothing of the renditions, secret prisons 
and systematic torturing of recent times. Aren't you 
afraid of blowback - that all this will come back to 
haunt you? That one day someone will strip you down 
and force you to Кпее! naked on a filthy concrete floor? 
That they will compress your chest, cover your face and 
pour water down your frightened throat? That someday, 
amid the snarling dogs and peals of foreign laughter, 
there will be no one there to hear you scream? 

Kono Matsu 


We're safer now. -cren 





- Let's not look back. оа 


The IDF military campaign in Gaza enjoyed the support of 94 
percent of the Israeli people. They watched the carnage on 

their TV screens as one of the strongest armies in the world 
quashed women, elderly people and children. They saw blizzards 
of unconventional weapons burst over schools, hospitals and 
refugee camps. And yet they didn't do much to stop their 
ruthless “democratically elected” leaders. Instead, some of them 
grabbed a seat and settled on the hills overlooking the Gaza Strip 
to watch their army turn Gaza into a modern Hebraic Colosseum 
of blood. Even now when the campaign seems to be over and 

the scale of the carnage in Gaza has been revealed, the majority 
of Israelis fail to show any signs of remorse. As if this is not 
enough, Jews around the world rallied in support of their “Jews- 
only state” ай throughout the war. Such a popular support of 
outright war crimes is unheard of. While terrorist states do kill, 
they are usually slightly shy about it all. During Stalin's USSR, 
for example, people were transported to remote Gulags. During 
Nazi Germany victims were executed in deep forests and behind 
barbed wire. In the Jewish state, however, the Israelis slaughter 
defenseless people in broad daylight and use unconventional 
weapons to target civilian places. 

This level of group barbarism cries for an explanation. How 
is it that a society has managed to lose its grip of any sense of 
compassion and mercy? 

More than anything else, the Israelis and their supportive 
Jewish communities are terrorized by the brutality they find 


in themselves. The more ruthless the Israelis are, the more 
frightened they become. The logic is simple. The more suffering 
one inflicts on the other, the more anxious one becomes of the 
other's potentially deadly capacity. In broad terms: the Israeli 
projects onto the Palestinian, Arab, Muslim and Iranian the 
aggression he finds in himself. Israeli brutality seems to have no 
limits, and Israeli anxiety is as at least as great. 

‘The Israelis are engaged in a deadly battle with the terror 
within. But they are not alone. The Diaspora Jew who rallies in 
support of a state that pours white phosphorus on civilians is 
caught in the same devastating trap. As an enthusiastic backer 
of an overwhelming crime, he is horrified by the thought that 
the cruelty he finds in himself may manifest itself in others. 
This very concern is what the fear of anti-Semitism is all about. 
It is basically the projection of the collective Zio-centric tribal 
ruthlessness onto others. 

Is there a way to redeem the Zionist of his bloody expedition? 
Is there a way to change the course of history, to save the Israelis 
and their supporters from total depravity? And Israel is just the 
tip of the iceberg. At the end of the day, America, Britain and the 
West are now subject to some similar forms of “politics of fear” 
that are the direct outcome of Neocon deadly interventionist 
ideology and practices. 


Gilad Atzmon is a jazz musician, writer and activist. 
www.palestinethinktank.com. 
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THIS IS МОТ А MASSACRE 


This is a humanitarian operation. 
All efforts have been made to protect 
civilians. Homes demolished 

above the heads of owners 

ensure the absence of booby traps. 
Surely the dead are grateful 

this operation saved lives. 


Our task is damage control 
Keep out the medical teams. 

Let the voices beneath the rubble 

fade away. Keep out the Red Cross, 

the ambulances, the international observers, 
the civilians bearing food and water: 

mercy has no place 

in the “city of bombers." 


Extermination of vipers’ nests 
requires absolute precision. 

Ignore the survivors 

searching the ruins for shards 

of their lives: а plate, a shoe, 

a cup, a sack of rice. Ignore 

the strewn body parts, 

the leg twisted yards away 

from the white and bloated hand, 
the boys cradling a small charred foot. 
Dismembered bodies 

cannot remember themselves. 


IT'S WORKING 


What remains? Only traces. 
The photo (dead girl, 

hand clutched at her side, 
once-white ribbon still discernible 
on her pallid profil, 

ashen skin melting into the dust 
that clogs her mouth): 

nothing more than shadow 

of the drowned, odor of mint 
wafting from a grave. 


Say it fast over and over: 
this is not a massacre this 
is not a massacre this is not 
à massacre this is not a 
massacre this is not 

a massacre this is not a 
massacre 


For the people of Jenin, Palestine. 


Lisa Suhair Majaj's forthcoming poetry 
book is called Geographies of Light. Poets 
for Palestine, edited by Remi Kanazi, 
poetsforpalestine.com. 





Divestment and product boycotts are biting into the bottom lines of companies that as- 
sist Israel's illegal military occupation. From New York to Stockholm, ripples of protests 
have proven when corporations lose money, people listen. 

The results are staggering. Billionaire diamond merchant Lev Leviev - who has sub- 
sidized the colonization of Palestine for decades - has been barred from the British 
Embassy in Tel Aviv. In America, institutions from Hampshire College to the United 
Methodist Church have divested from Caterpillar for selling bulldozers used by Israel's 
army to crush Palestinian homes. French rail company Veolia, responsible for projects 
connecting West Jerusalem to illegal settlements, has lost transit contracts in Sweden 
and Ireland, reporting $7.5 billion in annual losses. Supermarket chain Tesco and com- 
munications giant Motorola have also been burned for supporting settlements in the 
West Bank. 

One-fifth of Israeli producers have reported a drop in demand since the assault on 
Gaza. To get involved with the global Boycott, Divestment and Sanctions movement, visit 
www.bdsmovement.net. Through direct action, there is hope. 


Sarah Berman 


[THE TERROR WITHIN] 


AVICTIOM OF AN ATTACK BY MEMBERS OF MUNGIKI GANG 
COURTESY KIYOSATO MUSEUM OF PHOTOGRAPHIC ARTS 


He haunted Broadway between 82nd and 84th streets, where he made a habit 

of accosting white people. *Hey, help me out? You, give me some money?" 

he'd shout at them. He ignored the bourgeois conventions that encourage 
people to keep their distance. He was in your face. This was at a time in New York 
City when such encounters were not uncommon. The American Civil Liberties Union 
fought heroically for the right of insane people to live on the street, which also meant 
their right to harass people and to piss and shit on the sidewalk. 


4 E 
ВЕ was an angry black man. Not just angry: the man was furious. 








Roland was ап exceptionally handsome man with strong features. He was the color of 
sable and had an athletic build. He could have been a model for Robert Mapplethorpe 
or even Ralph Lauren, it was bad luck that Roland never met either man. 

One day I came across Roland terrorizing an ancient couple. 1 went to their aid and 
asked Roland why he was yelling at them. He was surprised and left them alone. He 
turned to me and asked, “Are you going to give me some money?” I told him no and he 
answered, "Then get the fuck away from me before I hurt you." For whatever reason, 
I held my ground, “I don't understand. If you want people to give you money, why do 
you yell at them? Why do you terrorize them?" To my surprise he answered, "Because 
I don't like having to ask for it.” 

That's how my friendship with Roland began. 

For a year or so I'd buy us sandwiches at Zabar's. We'd sit in the center meridian 
and discuss the films of Sam Peckinpah and Akira Kurosawa, We both thought 
The Wild Bunch was an elegiac masterpiece. We both thought Seven Samurai was 
magnificent. Roland had wept when Kikuchiyo was killed. He even wept when he 
described the scene. 

Roland was an educated, thoughtful and articulate man. He had a degree from 
Brooklyn College, an ex-wife, a daughter enrolled at the University of Texas (whom 
he hadn't spoken to since he was paroled in 1995). It was an old story: he had been 
à successful drug dealer, first marijuana then cocaine. He became an addict. Then 
he became a thief. He was arrested for armed robbery. He served his time and was 
released. He stored his clothes with distant relatives. He slept in flophouses when he 
had the money and on the street when he didn't. 

The street would kill him, but it took its time. When the weather was brutal, he'd 
stop at my building and I'd get a nervous call from the doorman. ГА come down and 
give him $20 to get a room. One particularly stormy night, he arrived after midnight 
and asked to come up. I told the doorman it was Okay. The doorman asked me, in 
deference to my neighbors, to come down and bring him up. Roland was drenched. He 
was also sick with that harsh street cough. He had long ago lost his sable sheen and 
was now a scuffed brown. I made him a cup of coffee. He asked if he could stay the 
night. I had just begun to see Charlotte and she was waiting for me in the bedroom so 
I told him no. I told him no 20 times. He finished a second cup of coffee while I went 
and got him a heavy sweater and an umbrella. As I walked him out I gave him $20 to 
get a room. 

The next time I saw Roland was at Saint Luke's. He weighed next to nothing. He was 
a gray man. He laughed at his predicament, but he wasn't happy. 












































ALEXANDER PETROSYAN 


ROBYN O'NEIL 
THE EDGE OF THE WORLD. 
IMAGE COURTESY PRAZ-DELAVALLADE 


He did like his room though, a private room in the new wing of the hospital. Roland 
had stomach cancer and it wasn't going away. 

One day Roland called. “I'm bored.” He then asked if he could live with me when 
he was released. "It won't cost you a cent. In fact, you'll make out like John Gotti.” He 
explained that once he was released the state would pay his rent and expenses. “TH 
sign it all over to you, and you'll live rent free.” 

I told him no. I told him no. I told him Га think about it. 

He called me the next day. “Did you think about it?” 





“No.” 

“Well think about it.” 

“ГП think about it. 

“We're friends, right?” 

“We're friends.” 

“Then think about it. Are you coming to see me today?” 





ALEXANDER PETROSYAN 


I told him I would and he said, “Do me a favor. When you come up, bring me a Big 
Mac, a pack of Kool Menthols and the Post.” 

“You want cigarettes?” 

"I'm bored to death, man, and don't forget the Post. And make it two Big Macs." 

A few hours later I went to see Roland with two Big Macs and a pack of Kools 
wrapped in the New York Post. He had shrunken to the point that I almost didn't see 
him. I helped him up from his bed and watched him limp into the bathroom dragging 
his IV stand with him. He smoked a couple of cigarettes behind the closed door. 

I asked him if they would mind that he was smoking. 

“What would they say to me? I'm one fierce nigger,” he sniggered. “Man, I'm dying. 
All they want is for me to vacate the room." 

Ileft and promised to return the next day with a Big Mac and an apple pie. 


A week later, Roland called to say they were moving him to a hospice 
in the Bronx. “I told you, man. I told you I was dying. This is it. You'll 
come and see me.” I think he was crying. A few days later I went to 
LA on business, and when I returned home there was no message 
from Roland. I got caught up in things and another week passed. 
Another week. Finally I called the hospice and asked to speak to Mr. 
Roland Green. 

“Oh, Mr. Green,” the nurse answered. "Mr. Green is no longer 
with us." 

"Well," I said, "I'm a friend of his and was wondering if you could 


tell me how I can get in touch with him." Robert Sawyer is 


She replied, "Mr. Green is no longer with us." a brand strategist, 
"Yes, I heard you. He's no longer with you, but could you tell me ...” creative director 
Pe She cut me off. “I'm sorry sir, the man is dead. Mr. Green is dead. — 


ROC HERMS Kiss & Sell: Writing for 


WWW.ROCHERMS.COM He died last week." Advertising. 
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Out, out, brief candle! > 

Life’s buta walking shadow, a poor player 
That struts and frets his hour upon this stage 
And then is heard no more; it is a tale 

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 
Signifying nothing. 


Shakespeare 





veiled reality 


STACEY GARDNER 





ife trying to quell my professorat the University of Paris-Sud, certainly didn't 
ng m dtoobserve set out aiming to balance the two. Much of his career 
y .. has been devoted to quantum mechanics, specifically 
y 0 8 jundbreaking theory that 
ве notion of locality. 


id 
physicist, Dr. Bernard d'Espagnat, who'd just been may spin posite comer of tHe 

awarded the controversial Templeton prize, a $1.42 ^ connection is i dependent of dis е particles 
million accolade for work toward the reconciliation are forever entangled, each one’s existence bound to 
of spirituality and science. D'Espagnat, an 87-year-old ^ that of the other. 








REBECCA WOLSAK, INTER PARES 
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D'Espagnat doesn't regard our inability to explain entanglement as a rea- 
son to suspecta flaw in the theory. He regards the mystery of entanglement 
as evidence of a veiled reality, one that exists beneath what we perceive as 
space, time and matter. Science, he claims, can never hope to fully explain 
the nature of being. It can only offer us a partial window to reality - опе 
through which we can steal fleeting glances at what lies beyond. The human 
mind, which d'Espagnat believes to be capable of perceiving deep realities, 
must turn to other methods - such as art or the belief in a greater cosmic 
force - to gain a greater, more complete understanding of the world. 

Reading about d’Espagnat, I found myself taking comfort in the idea of 
an entangled reality beneath the veil. To live in a world of empirical fact is 
to believe only what we can observe to be true. But strive though I might 
to be a faithful empiricist, so much of what I want to believe requires far 
more faith than fact. I would like to believe that when I die I will somehow 
persist. Maybe not as a being but as a spirit, a consciousness or an energy. 
I'd like to believe that all I've touched is still out there, somehow affected 
by my movements and thoughts, bearing my imprint in some mysterious 
way. And Га like to believe that I, in turn, carry the touch of all that I’ve ex- 
perienced: all that I've loved and all that has wounded or moved me. I'd 
like to believe 1 am forever entangled with my existence and my existence 
with me. The idea of indelibility - of a mark that cannot be erased by space 
or time - makes the gray area seem less lonely, less frightening. I’m willing 
to step beyond the bounds of black and white for that kind of comfort. 

Sarah Nardi 


the end of philosophy 


With only one class left, my degree from the pres- 
tigious philosophy department of the University 
of Pittsburgh is not far away. Since my first class I 
have muscled my way through philosophy's greats. 
Plato's Republic? Piece of cake. Kant's Critique of Pure 
Reason? Easy as pie. Even phrases like panta rei and 
cogito ergo sum are pushovers to me. 

Yet despite all of this heavenly knowledge that 
has been bestowed upon me, I am left unsatis- 
fied. My professors 
amaze me with their 


In The Freedom Paradox, Clive Hamilton argues 


we were forced to merely summarize them. Such 
mediocrity and mental garbage drives me to one 
simple conclusion: philosophy is extinct. 

If we are to believe that philosophy is some 
guy’s opinion, then we have forgotten the essence 
of philosophy. Philosophy is the touchstone of all 
progress. We must remember that philosophy is 
the purest form of dissent. If we do not ask ques- 
tions, if we do not question authority, if we do 

not pressure ourselves, 
then society will never 


ability to clearly advance. All progress 
elaborate on any sub- that modern consumer life deprives us of our comes from change, 
ject, but they never inner freedom by our very pursuit of our own and philosophers used 
apply their timeless desires. He turns to metaphysics to find a source to be the backbone of 
wisdom to reality. Brosnan praves beyong the cultural, change. Whether we go 
Instead of rigorously political and social philosophies that form the back thousands of years 


debating the prob- 
lems of today, my 
professors lull the 
class to sleep with 
lackluster lectures 
on trivial topics. 
Do І possess a priori 
knowledge? What 
is the form of me? Am Та thinking thing? Let's 
be honest: being lost in the clouds never saved a 
child from starvation and it never will. 

My grades are determined by how well I can re- 
gurgitate uninspiring thoughts. I had a class last 
year, for example, which covered modern phi- 
losophy. One of our main subjects was Descartes’ 
Meditations on First Philosophy. We found several 
flaws in Descartes’ arguments but instead of con- 
structing our arguments against his conclusions, 


bedrock of contemporary western thought. 

His search leads him to an unexpected con- 
clusion: that we cannot be truly free unless we 
commit ourselves to a moral life. The implica- 
tions of this conclusion challenge our most deeply 
held beliefs about what it means to be human. 


to Socrates’ “corrupt- 
ing the youth” or more 
recently to Bertrand 
Russell’s condemnation 
of the Vietnam War, it 
is obvious that philos- 
ophers used to take a 
stand against a callous 
system. Now they simply summarize and overan- 
alyze all the irrelevant aspects of life. 

This “magnificent” philosophy program I have 
experienced is a glorified course in writing book 
reports. 

Philosophy has been badgered to death by dog- 
matic opinions and shallow thoughts. 

What happened to just thinking? 

What happened? 

Jordan Romanus 
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Ibelieve we are in one ofthe 
greatest crises, a moment of 
the deepest self-reflection 

of humanity. Whether we 
recover from it, whether we 
become masters of this crisis, 
is a question of our strength. 
It is possible ... 

— Nietzsche 





